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PROLOGUE . 
|S pokes by Mrs. Boutell to the Maiden | 


(Queen, 


Omen like us (paſſing for men) you'l cry, 
Preſume too much upon Fyour Secrefie, | 
| There's not a fop in town bur will pretend, | 
| Toknow the cheat himſelf,or by his friend, 
| Then make no words on't, Gailavts tis e'oe tree, 
' We are condemn'd to look, and firnt,like you, 
; Since we thus freely our bard fate confeſs, 
| Acceprus theſe bad times inany dreſs. 
' You'l find the ſweer on'e, now old Pantaloons, 4' 
| Will goasfar, as formerly new Gowns, [ 
| And trom your owncalt Wigs, expect no frowns,” - 
| The Ladies we ſhall not ſo cably pleaſe, 
They't ſay what impudenr bold things are theſe, 
Thar dare provoke, yer cannot do vs right, 
| Like men with huffiog locks, thatdare not fight, 
| Bat this reproach.our courage muſt not daunt, .,, 
| Tae Bravett Souldier may a Weapon want, $ 
| Let Her that doubts us, fill ſend Her Gallant, 
| : Bo , Ladies 
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Ladies in us, you'l Youth and Beauty find, 
All chings bur one, according to your mind, 


Ane when your Eyes and Ears are feaſted here; 
Rite up and make out the (hore Meal elſewhere.” 


—_—_—— — 


EPILOGUE 


| Spokenby Hrs, Reeves to the Maiden 


(Queen, 


Men miy be proud, bur faith for ought I ſee, 
[They neither walk,nor cock,ſo well as we. 

' Andfor che fightiog Part we may 1n time, 
Grow up to ſwagger in heroick Rhime, 

For though we cannot boaft of equal force, 


VV* at think you Sirs,was't not all well enough, 


Will yon not gravt that we can ſirut,and hufi, 


; Yetat ſome Weapon's men have Kill the worſe, 
Why ſhould nor chen we Women a&t = 


Or whence ate men ſo neceflary grown, 
Our's are ſoold, rheyare as good as none 


Some who have tri'd emif you'l rake their Oaths; 


Swear chey 're as atrant cinſell as they Gloaths 
Imagine us but what we repreſent, 


And we c onld' e'ne, give you as god cement, 


Onr faces. ſhan*e, a/1*'e herrerthan yoÞ (ee, 


And 


et 
'D 


- 
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And for the re(t they want as much as we 2 

Oh would the higher Powers be kind to us, 

And grant us to ſetup a female houſe, 

VVee'l make our ſelves topleaſe both Sexes chen, 
Tothe Men Women, to the Women Men, 
Here we pteſume , our Legsare no ill fight, 
And they wouldgive you no ill D:eams ar night, 
In Dieam's both Sexes may their paſſions eaſe, 
You make vs then as civil as you pleaſe, 

This would prevent the houſes joyping two, 

At which we are as much diſpleas'd as you, 

For all our Women moit deyoutly ſwear, 

Each would be rather a poor Atreſs here, 

Then to be made a Mamamouchi there, 


Er —————_—_s 


Prelovue to the Parſons Wedding, ſpoken 
Ly M. Marſhall. 


A Frer fo many (ad complaints to us, 

Tae painful labouring Woman of this houſe; 
We with our Poet fave prevail'd again, 
To eive vs our Revevge vpon the men, 


' Our cricks, our jelting hath beep often told, 


They nere weretax'd for impotent, and old, 
*Twas por qur crime, the houſe (o long lay (ill, 
When e's we play nor, *cis againſt our will, 


- 


4 Covent Garden Drollery, 


| Wecould have acted, could bur they have joyn'd, 
You know the fault lies ſeldom in eur kind, 
Poor Sinners their belt partsare wornaway, 
And now they quarr=l, when they cannoc play, 
"Twas ſomewhat better when they did agree, 
*Twas old bur *rwas a willing company, 
Mean time ill chey their quarrels can atcone,. 
You may ſupply their Parts pow they are gone, © 
We hope you will not let us act alone, 
The Hauſe, the Scenes, and all things are free,. 
While chis Play lalis "cis ours, and you, and we t 
 Canjoyn and make ad abler Company, J 
For ſo much every Woman hereaſlures, 


The Profit ours, the Pleaſure ſhall be yours, 
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Epilogue to the Parſon's Wedding. 


L994 Hen boys play*d women's purts,you'd think the 
Was innocent in chat vngempting Age. (Stage, 

No: for your amorous Fathers then, like you, 

Amonett thoſe Boys had Play-honſe Mifles too * 

They ſer thoſe bearded B:ancies on rheir laps,” 

Men gave 'em Kiſſes, an1 the Ladies Claps. 

Buc they. poor hearts, could not (ugply var room ; 

They wenr but Females co che Tyring-room : 

While we, in kindneſs to our ſelves, and you, 

Canhold ont Women to our Lodgings too, 

Now, to oppoſe the bumour of that Age, 

We have this.gay, expell'd our Men the Stage, 

Why cannot We as well perform their Pacts > 

No, t'would not take - the'tender Lady's hearts 

Would then their former charity give o're : 

The Madams in diſguiſe would teal no more 


'To th* young Actors Chambers in mask'd Faces, 


Toleave Love off cings of Points avd Laces, 

Nor can we Act their Parts: Alas ! too ſoon 
You'd find the cheac inth' empty Pantalooy. 

Well ; though we are not Womens-Men, at leaſt 
We hopeto have you Gallants conſtant Gueſis ; 
Which if yougrant, and fill our houſe each day, 
We will return yoar kindneſles this way : 

VVe'il build up a new Theatre to gain you, 


And turn this to a. Houſe to entertain you, 
B 3 
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A Prologue to Marriage Alla mode, a, 
Mr. Heart. 


Ord how reform'd and quiet are we grown, 
; Since all our Braves, and all our Wirs are gone, 
Fop corner now 1s free fgom civil War, 

While Wig and Vizzard Masks, no longer jar, 

. France and the Fleer, hath (wept che Town ſo clear, 
| That we can AQ iv Peace , and you canhear 
'Thoſe that ducti fight are gone to ger renown, 

And thoſe that durſt not, bluſh to Rat in Town, 
*Twas a fd fight, before they went fm home, 

To ſee our Warriors in Red walicots come, C 
With Hair tuck'c up into our tyring-Room, 

Bur 'twas more (ad, to hear their laſt adein, 

The women ſob'd, and ſwore they would be true, 
And fothey were as long as ere they con'd; 
Bur powerfnl Guinnie cannot be withſtood : [ 

And they were made of Play-houſe Fleſh & Blood,”? 
Fate did their Friends for double uſe ordain, 

In Wars abroad, che grinnivg honour gain, & 
And Miftrefſes, for all that Nay maintain, | 
Now they are gone, tis dead vacation here, 

For neither Friends, nor Enemies appear, 
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' Poor penfive Punck, now peeps ere Plays begin; 
| Sees the bare Bench, and dares nor venter in, 


Bur mabages her half-Crown with care, 


; And crudges to che Mall, on foot for Air ; 


Our City Friends, ſo far will heardly roame, 
They cantake up with pleaſures nearer home, 


' Andfee gay Showes, wich gaudy Scenes elſe where] 


For 'tis preſumed they ſeldom come to hear : 
But they haye now cane up aglorious trade, Fay 
6 


- And cunnivg Morecraft, ſtrut in maſquerade ; 


Here's all onr hape, for we ſhall ſhow ro do, +» 
A maſquirg Ball, corecommend our Play, 

Nay to indear them more; and let them ſee, 

We ſcorn to come behind in courrefie ; 

We'l tollow the new Mode, which they begin, 
And treat them with a Raom and Couch within : 
For that's one way- how ere the Play falls ſhort, 
To oblige the Town, che City, and the Court, 
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 Bpilogueby Mr. Moon, «| 


: lg have my Spouſe and I inform'd the Nation, 
And1:d you all the way to Reformation: 
Not with dull morals, gravely wrir like thoſe, 
VVhich Menof eafie flegme, with care compoſe, 
Your Poets of Riff words and limber ſence, 
Born on the confines of indifference / 
But by example drawn, I dare to ſay, 
From molt of you, who ſee and bear the Play, 
There are more Rhodolphu in this Theater, 
More Palamedes, and ſome few wives 1 fear, 
Bur yer too far, our Poer would not cun, 
Though 'cwas well offer'd, there was nothing done : 
He wood not quite the VVomen faulty bare, 
But Rripc them co the waſte, and left them there, 
And the mens faults were leſs ſeverely (hewn, 
. For he conſiders thar himſelf is one ; 

Some ſtabbing wits co bloody Satyr lent, 
' Y'Vould fret both Sexes with leſs compliment, 

VVouldlay the Sceane at home, of Husband cells 
\ For wenches caking up theit wives i'th Mell; 

* Anda brisk bour, which of them did wane, | 
Made by miſtake of Miſtreſs and Gallant : | 
Our mode Authour chought it was enough, ' 
To'cut you off a ſample of che Stuff, - 


I, 


| He ſpar'd my Shame, which you 7'me ſure would nor 
'PÞ 


So in this Czſar which this day you ſee, 
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For yo! are all tor driving on che Plor, 

You figh'd when I came iv co break the ſport, 
And ſec your Teeth, when each deſign fell ſhocr, 
To Wives and Seryants all good wiſhes lend, 

Buc the poor Cuckold ſeldom finds a Friend, 

Since theretore Town, nor Court will take no pitty, 
O humbly cal my ſelfupon the City, | 


Prologue to Iulis Ceſar. 


N Country Beauties as we often fee, 
Somethivg that takes iv their Gmplicity, 

Yet while chey charm, they know not they are fair, 
Andrake without their ſpreading of the ſnare; | 
Such Artleſs beauty lies in Shakeſpears wit, : 
*Twas well-in ſpighc of him whacere he writ, 
His Excellevcies came and were not ſought, 
His words like caſual Acoms made a thought 2 
Drew up themſelyes in Rankand File, and wric, 
He wondrivg howthe Devil ic were ſuch wit, 
Thus like rhe drunken Tinker, ip his Play, 
He grew a Prince, and never knew which way, 
He did nor know what trope or Figure meant, 
But to perſwade is to be eloquent, | 


Tully ne'c ſpoke as he makes Anthony, | 
Thoſe | 
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Thoſe chen thar cax his Learning are roo blame, © 
He knew the ching, buedid not know the Name + © 
Great 7ohyſon did that Ignorance adore, 
And chough he envi'd much, admir'd him more F 
The faultleſs Tohyſon equally writ well, 
Shake ſprar made faults ; bur then did more excel, | 
One Cloſe at Guard like ſome old Fencer l:y, 
Tother more open, but he fhew'd more play, 
In Imication 7ohyſovs wit was ſhown, | ; 
Heaven made his men but Shakeſpear made His own, | 
VViſe /ohnſoz'stalevt in obſerving lay, 8 
But others follies Rill made up bis play. 
' He drew the like in each elaborate line, 

But Shakeſpear like a Malier did deſign. 
| Jobyſox with skill difſeed humane kind, 
And ſhow'drheir faults that they their fanſcs might 
But then as all Anatomiſts muſt do, (find, 
. He tothe.meaneſt of mankind did go, : 
'-Andtook from Gibbets ſach as he would ſhow, 
Both are ſo great char he muſt boldly dare, 
Who both of 'em does judge and both compare, 
Tf amongſt Poets one more bold there be, 
The man that dare accempt in either way, 1s he, 


Epilogue 
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The P yr to Witt without money * be- 


ing the firſt Play ated after the Fire, 


O ſhipwrack't Paſſengers eſcape to Land, 
I So look they, when on bare Beach they ſtand, 


: Droppivg and cold ; and their firſt fear ſcarce o're, 
! Expectivg Famine from a deſert Shore ; 


From that hard Climate, we muſt wait for Bread, 


| Whence even che Natives forc'cby huge: fizd. 


Our Stage does humane chance preſent to view, 


: Bur ne'ce before was ſeen ſo ſadly true, 


You are chang'd to, and your pretence to ſee 
Is but anobler name of charity, 


: Your own provifions furniſh out our Feaſts 


Whil you the Founders make your ſelves onr gueſts, 

Of all mankind befdes Fate had ſome care, 

But for poor Wit uo portion did prepare, 

"Tis left arent-charge tothe brave and fa, 

You cheriſh tc, and now its fall yon moury, - 
V Vhich blind vnmannec'd Zea/ots make cheir ſcorn, 

Who think the Fire a judgemenr onche Stage, | 
Which ſpar'd nor T ewples in its fuciofis rage, | 

But as our new-built City riſes higher, 

Sofrom old Theaters may new aſpire, 

Sings Fate contrrves magnificenss by fires 


_ A Prologue 
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A Prolouge fo the Pilirim. 


Ur Anthor cnce was on2 that drove a trade, 
ſ1ſtpinchivg ſome odd cnfiomers {as 'tis ſaid) 
Shop was (hu: up orthwich, and from that {all 
Like broken Tradeſmen humbly crook a tall, 
_ And fell to Cobling , all that he has done, 
Ts ropeice up what Fletcher had begun, 
He dares make notbing new, for fear ſome may 
Turn that to earne(t which he meant a Play, 
Suppoſe a Painter ſhould a Story draw, 
And invent poſtures which he never ſaw, 
With ſeveral looks , to one you may ſvppoſe 
' He gives grave looks, another a grear Noſe, 
Would you not laugh if one of gravity 
Should ſee'c, and ſwear by chis the Rogue meant me, 
Or one lead by'th Noſe ſomething roo high, | 
| Should ſee the peice and (wear , judge me that's I,' . 
Another figure may be finely dreſt, | 
| Painted in Feathers and a gaudy Veſt, 
Should rherefoce a Gallavrt chat weres good Rore, 
Swear I am Painted by this Son of a whore, 
"This is the caſz, and now be judge I pray, 
Whether the Poer be infavlr or they, 
A Poet from his fancy drawes alone 
- They that the likeneſs find make ic their own, 


Yet 
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Yetlet them ar leaſt not ſeem to knowic, 

But Pox 'ovr, the buſineſs that they do will ſhew ir, 

I Yer (vch perhaps may juGly cry to day, 

Havg kim, he thar finds favic with us can't mend a 
Then hiſs him off and lec him. learn ro be, (Play, 
Wiſe, and grow tich, and leave oft Poetry, h 


Prologue to Richard the third. 


| om up your doores and bring the keys to me, 
From henceforth learn co value liberty, 

This day we Act a Tyrant, ere you go 

] fear that co your coſt you'l find it ſo, 

What eatly haſt you have made to paſs a Fine, 

To purchaſe Fetters, how you croud to joyne 

With an Uſurper, be adgis'd by me 

Ne'ce ſerve Uſurpers, fix to Loyalty. 

For you will find, at latter end ot'h day 

Icis your nobleſ(t and the ſafeſt way. 

Whoſteers that courſe, needs fear nor wind, nor tide 
| He wants no Pilott who has ſuch a guide, | 
Tyrants ( like childrens bubbles inthe Air) 

Pufc up with pride,#i1ll vaniſh in deſpair. 

Bur lawful Monarchs are preſerv'd by Heaven, 

And *tis from thence that their Commilhons given, 
Though giddy Forcune, for a time may frown, 

Ard fcem to eclipſ@the lufire of a Crowy, 


Yer 
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Yet a King canwith one Majeflick Raye, 
Diſpearſe choſe Clouds and make a glorious day, 
This blefled crutch we to our joy have found, 

Since our great Maſter happily was Crown'd, 

So from the rage of Kicbards Tyranny, _ 
Richmond himſelf will come and fet you free, | 


Prologue to the double eMarrtage, 


FI Allants you have ſo long bin abſent hence, 
w- C3 Chat you have almoſt cool'd your diligence, + 
. For while we fiuddy or revive a Play, 
You like good Husbands in the Country ſtay, 
Therefrugally were our your Snmmer Suite, ,- 
And in Frize Jerkin after Beagles Toote, [ 
Or in Mountere Caps at fiekfaiffhoor, 
Nay ſome are ſo obdurare in their Sin, 
\. Thar they (wear never to come up again, 
Bur all their charge of .Cloathes and treat Retrench, 
© To Gloves and Stockings for ſome Conntry Wench, 
Even they who in the ſummer had miſhaps, 
Send up to Town for Phyfick for their Claps. 
The Ladyes'too are as reſalyv'd as they, 7 
And having debts unknown to them rhey ſtay. by 
And with the gainot Cheeſe and Poultry pay,”- 
Evep if cheir vifirs rhey from Banquers fall, 


To entertain with Nuts and bole Ale, 


And 
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 Andiv diſcourſe with ſecreſy reporce, 
| Stale News that pat a Twelye-Mon:h 6n:e at Courts, 
{ Thoſe ofthem, who ate moſt refin'd avd gy, 
! Now learnthe $0728 of a laſt Summers Play, 

| While che young Daughter does in private Moutn, 
| Her Loves 10 Town, and hopes not to recur ; 
Theſe Conntry grievances too great appear , 

Bur crnel Ladies, we have greater here, 

You core not ſharp, as you were wont to Plays, 
Buc only on the ficlt and ſecond Days: 

| This made onr Poet in his viſits look, 

What new firange courſes, for your time you took ; 
And co his great regrer he found coo ſoon, 

Daran'd Beaſt and Qmbre, ſpent the afternoon, 

So that we cannot hope to ſee you here, 

Beiore the lictle Ner-work Purſe be cleare - 
Suppoſe you ſhonſd have luck g— + 

Ye hrtivg up (o late as I am told, 

You'l ſoſe in Beanty, what you win in Gold, 

And what each Lady of another ſays, 

Will make yon nery Lampoones, and us new Plays; 
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I, 

" Are well fair Arminda, my joy and my oriefe; 

K 1nvainl have lov'd you, and hope no reliefe ; 
Lndore by your yertue, too ſtrict and ſevere, | 

Your Eyes gave me Lore, and you gave me Defpaire; 
Now call'd by my Honour, I ſeek with contenr, 

The Face which iÞ pitty, you would not prevent 2 

To largutſh in Love, were to find by delay, 

A death that's more welcome the ſpeedyctt way, 


2, 
OaSeas, and in Battles, in Bullets and Fire, 
The danger is leſs, then in hopeleſs defice; 
My Death's-wound you gave, thongh far eff I bear, 
My fall from your fighc, not ro coſt yon a Tear, 
Bur if the kind Flood, on a Wave ſhonld convey, 
- Andupder your Window, my Body would lay ! 
The wound on my breaſt, when you happev to ſee; 
You! ſay with a gh ———it wasgiven by me, 
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25 


I, 


Bom yot your Arminda, nor call her your griefe 
'Twas honour , not ſhe, that deni'd yourelicle : 
Abuſe nor her vercue, nor call it ſevere, 

VVho Loves without honour, mu meec wich deſpair, 
Now prompted by picry I truly Lament, 4 
And Mourn for your fall, which I could not prevent; 
I Lavgniſh to think that your Blood ſhonld defray, 
The expence of a fall, though ſonoble a way, 


2. 

To Seas, and in Battles that you did expire, 
V'Vasthe effeR of your Valour, not hopeleſs deſfite 
Of che Fame you acquir'd, I greedily hear, 

And grieve when I think char it coſt you ſo dear, 
And when diſmall Fate, did your Body convey, 
By my window your Funeral Rites for to pay : 

I ſigh that your Fare, I could not reverſe, 

And all my kind wiſhes, I firow on your Hearſe, 


3 
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Prologue jpoken by Mrs. Marſhall, 
to Philaſter. 


' Ate Prologves, have had ſo much confidence, 
2 VVedid believe we had frighred you from hence, 
* And plainly told che Poets of this houſe, 
| Such wite would ruine both chemſelves and us, 
Bur they replyed we much miſtook the age, 
Tf we though vertue, muſt ſupport the Stage ; 
Qu: Bawdery will loſe you heretis crue, 
Some civel women ; and of them bur tew. 
The moſt diſcreer amovgtt *erm will come fill, 
CTood ſoules PENG CANETWs 
They neicher hear vor vodectiand, what's 11] ; 
But what are theſe co Vizard Maſques, who come, 
To applaud that here, which keeps 'em fineat homes 
And all the ſproce Gallants will hicher croud, 
To lavgh ar what cheinſelyes perform abroad ; 
They avd rheic dear loy'd Miffes, tis welt koown, 
Are much the (tcongelt party of the Town, : 
And while — —_ — — — 
Or, you; or, we ;are Vicious, never fear, 
- To have aſull, and candid Audiznce heie: 


Our 


> —_ 
= ” =" 
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Ejilopue ſpoken by Mrs. Marſhall 7 
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Our Poets this,to excuſe themſelves did ſay - 
And faith by your appearance here to day 
We find they had reaſon; Confidence wo'nt loſe you, 
You'are alwaies the beſt pleas'd when we abuſe you, 
And that's a Curcehe ; we'el nere refuſe youm—— | 
Your follyes, aie ſo obvious ;and ſo great, 
Tis much the h-apeit way, #7 has torreat, 
There's ov delight we give you with ſuch caſe, 4 
Le,:d, why dothey ſay th' Age is hard ro pleaſe, > 
When ir will doac, on its own fooleries. 
Gallants ; Men need not findy much to gain you, 
Sipce cellipg you your faults, willeorercain you, 


RO 


Philaſter. 


F* Hough change all times, both praQtiſe and allow] 
Women were never lefc as we are pow. 
VVe blame rhe Inconſtant Gallants of the Age, 
Bur yer the P:c is nothipg to the Stage, 
You leave us one; by one; they, all ar once, 
And unprovok'd, our company Renovnce, 
We put e'm co no Charge, no Honſe 1'ch* Fields, 
Nodamask Coach, which the lati Gaizrie, yields, 
And yer they lefr vs; had they been like you, 
We had kept e'm ſuce, till they, or we, gat new, «+ 
Callants ; your Fathers with one ſex made fhife, 
C 2 Sure 
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Sure ovt's of plealiog ; has the becter gift. 

A bearded Princeſs their concern could move, - 
Why may not now. » beardleſs Prince make Love. 
Nor (ould {> nes; tor youth, and beauty meant, | 
Be on M-n's :.:.1,and wither'd faces ſpent, 

We have ajl that Modelly prerends to prize, 

And what we want, Is bid from vulger eyes. 

Ir 18all one co us, but *ewill appear, x 


:Tis much your cheapeſt way to keep us here, 


—_ wo —— 


ups 


A Lampoon on the Qreenwich Strowlers. | 


I, 
(command, 
H ! Aſſiſt me you Powers, who have Rhimes ar 
For I faith I've a weighty buſineſs 1n hand, ſing, | 
O: che late Greenwich Strowlers I'me now going to 
But all things in order------ fir, God ſave the Kivg, 


2. SE 
| 
Hem ; bem; now put we off to the matrer, | 
On Eaſter Sunday, the Raskals took water, 

Wher: landing at Greenwich they agreed that a fhare, 
Should be ſettled o'ch* Sculler, inftead of his fare, 


2] Then 


ww+ 


— 


re 


w 
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Then vp they march'd to the ſign of che Bull, 

Where asking for Lodging,quoth the folks we are ful, 
But weel fee for ſome tor you,and ſo with that wheadle 
Ud's id exic's the Landlord; and enter the Beadle, 


4 


With that their chief Ator beeins for to brifile, 
Quatrh he.p'ſhaw waw' let the Beadle go whiſtle, 
Foi Ican; and he did rooproduce (irarghe a Patient, 
That bad che Kings Hand and Seal, and all that 18't, 


To 


Well this rnb of fortune is over ; brt Ray, 

They call for a Reckning. there's 6x Pence to pay, 
Now mark how damn'd fortone theſe Strowlers do's 
They Pawn all cheic (tockto pay the halt dozen,{cozen 


6, 


But promiſing th* Hoſt that he ſhould Tricket free, 
See their Plays every day, and his waole family. 
He releaſes e'm lIraight, and now all the rabble ; 
Marche vp to go ye in their Play-houſe----a Stable, 


C | I <1 18 


Covent Garden Drolleyy 


To 


This fortunate able had Faggors in it 

Which ſerv'd co ſear all the Houſe bur the Pir, 

For that was more decently ipread I confeſs 

With (iraw to ſecure *em from horſe Cung and piſs, 


3, 


Now he that ſate here, had muck the better place, 
He broke not his neck though he wetted his Ar-+= 
For by th' 1Il ſucceflive diſpoſure of th'orher 

| Folks ſaw, and they curabled too, one ore another, 


9, 


' T confeſs tney 10 never a Scent atall, 

| They wanted no copy, they had r\.original, (roof, 

| For the windowes being down, and moſt part of the 

| How could they want Scenes, when they hao proſpect 
(<nougl, 

10, 


| 

| Now will we ſuppoſe that Monday is come, 

' And the Play is proclaymed by beat of a Drum 
Faith gow yen are ſuppoling, ler it be T»eſday morn, 
| For of 2oday I know Bo more then the child un- 
(bory, 


I 73 Its 
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Its 


Irs ſaid that they ARted not upon Moraay, 
Soweching was wanting, and ſo they 1lott one day, 
Trey ſepd unto Loydon, what's lacking 15s gotten = 
And ſo onthe next day, wy'e all things did cotrey, 


I2, 


The P:iz2s they took, were a Londoners groar, 

A Gereiemans (ize , bur his skipkenvels por, 

The Townſmen they let infor dripk and good chear, 
The School boys for peace, and the Seamen for fear, 


I 3, 


On Taeſdayat three a clock I was we'e *em, 

T kiſ their doorkeeper and went into ſee 'em, 
Being enter'd an Actor firaight brought me a ſtoo!, 
Hee'd a held my cloak coo, but I wa'nt ſuch a fool, 


I4, 


The firſt that appear'd when I was come in 

With her crain ro her abkles,was who but the Qheen 
She civilly made me a curtſy and firaicght 4 
Retired to fir on her Fagors of flare, 


C 4 I5, Then 
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| F SL 

Thenin came the King with a Murtherons mind, 

| Gainft his new married Queer which when I did find; 
| T call'd hima fide, and whiſpering in's Ear, 

| Defired himto ferch me a Flagon of Bear, 


| I6, 


| Theres twelve pence ſaid,1 cake the reit for your pains, 
| Your Servant ſaid he Sir, (wee: Mr, Haimes, 

His Majeliy faith, I mult needs ſay was civil, | 
.For he took up his Heels, and ran for'r like a Devil, 


17. 


| Mean time T addreſt my ſelf to his Bride, 

And took her into the titeing, Honſe fide ; 

| A thay loft it was which at a dead lift, 

} Infleadof a berter ſery'd then for a ſhift, | oz 


| 1%, 
[| Bat mark the Fare of her Civility, 
The Players did rant both at her and me - 


| And therefore decauſe for fear ſhe'd be lack'd, 
| Iordred che D;:ummer to bear a loyg AR, 


I'9, 
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He beat and he beat, bnt no Queen appear'd, 

He bear till at levgch che houſe was all cleat'd; 

By my Troath a ſad loſs, but co make e'm amends» 
| ] threw <e*m a Crown, and we were all Friends : 

And ſo this Renowned Hiſtory ends, 


wr E be Y 


| SONG, 

| I, 

L - 

} Aaid, £ Haron Charon come away, 

| Bring forth tay Boat anc Oare ; 

l That | poor Mai! ray make no ſtay, ' 


Bur Row me to ſome Shore, 
| 2, 


Charoz VVho cal's on Charos in ſuch haſt, 
As if they ſuffer'd Pain : 
I carry none bur pure and Chaſt, 
Such as true Love hath Slain, 
- 


Zo 


Maidz Oh ! carry me within thy Boar, 
Iierell rhee a true Loye's Tale ? 
With 
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With figh's ſo deep, whenay we float, 
Shall ſerve us for a Gale, 


F'p 


Charoy 1 Come I come, ſweet Soul I come, 
Thy Beauty does ſo charm me ; 
Come 1n my Boar, take there a Room; 
Nor Wind nor Rain, (hall harm thee, 


F* 


Maid, And now Iam within thy Boar, 
T'le fipg thee a crue Love Song : 
My Eyes ſhall ſhed a Sea of Waves, 
To float our Boat along. 


6, 
That Virgins did not pity 


They live within Virgima parts 
VVhere Pluto built his City, 


Charon, But what's become of thoſe hard hearts, 


Mk. oO endl art 


___—— 7 
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Toce we poor ſlaviſh Women know, 
_J Like men we cannot pick andchuſe; 
To him we hke, why ſay we no, 
And both onrcime and Jobour loſe; 
By our put offs,and fain'd delayes : 
A Lovers apperice we 'pal!, 
And if coo Jong the Youpgters ſtays, 
His ftomack's gon for good and all. 

2. 

Or our impatien! amorons Greft, 
Unino-n 5 ve2w.y My real ; 
Ar;J rathe: :5en liay. for a Feaſt, 
T>ke vp with ſome courſe ready Meales 
V Vhen oppertuyity is.kind , 
Ler prncenc omen be ſo rÞo, 
And if rhe man 6e co her mind, 
Be ſure ſhe do not let him go, 


I” | 
The march ſoon made. is happieſt ill, 
For Love has only there rn do, | 
Ler no one Marry eainft her will, 

Bur ſtand off when he: Parents woe ; 
And ro the Suitor be not coy, 

For they whom Joynture canobrais : 
To let a Fop her bed injoy, 

Is but a lawful Y Vech for gain, 


Soup, 
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HRS many Lovers Poetry has got 
No miſtreſs by ſo many Rivals ſaught, 
And ſure to be ſo courted,ſhee's the ich, 
= wasſo very poor and very curft. 

ll her enjoymenes too, is bur a name, 
Yet coy of char. nor fafe inher own Fame, 
The vain Gallants that unto Poerry, 
| Or women do pretend, 1n this agre 
| Eech thinks his Miftriſs ſure, and ip deſpite, 
Though he ner'e hopes to gain her , (wears he might, 
Another Damme Lover wich a \mile, 
; Cry's I corild have her, wereic worth the while, 
Say's cother, would 1 court this Rich ming dame, 

| Gud I could ſhew the world both ſalt and game, 

On: line ſhould Not be high, and th'other ainkiog , 
| But Lac and Tom Poxtake em,keep me drinking, 
| Again(t ſuch cenſurers we-de declare, 
| Before chey plead they ſhould be cal'd ro'ch Barr, 
| To Judges places, theſe ought not to riſe, 
| That fot degrees have done no exerciſe, 
| For ſome who did pretend to the moſt wit, 
| Have not made out their claims when they have wric, 
| By thoſe contentions, ſhould por ſure be ſaught, 

| When their own titles are in queſiton broughe , 
Thoſe judges he allowes whoſe claims are clear , 
| For thoſe he thinks are few andleſs ſeyere, 
SONG, 


Covent Garden Drollery. 


29 


| EHhHSbSES43$62 16H Þ dh ESSCSSLTSSEES 
| SONG, 


I, 


N few words I'le deſcribe a Fanatick knave, 
That ſoarles and knowes not what he would haye, 
Pcay mark bur the cricks of thisprick eat'd ſlave, 
Which zo bady can deny. 


2 

| Hee'd kill his King, to preſerve his cauſe, 

| Hang honeſt men in defence of the Law's 
And this he ſaics 1s a legal cauic, 


: Which uo body, &'t, 


Jo 
He flyes from the ſcripture, and flands to the Word, 
Procelts the Goſpel mult come in by the Sword, 
But chat the Deyilis bis good Lord, 
Ther's uo body can deny, 


4+ 
He prayes by the ſpicit rwo hours at leaſt, 
And ſpends in edification the reſt, 
With an Evil (picic be is poſleſt, 

Which uo body can deny, 


s, His 
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His Text you ſhall find io a States Declaration, 
His doRtrine is an affociation, 
Rebcllion is his application, 

Which no body can deny, 


6. 


He bids Plunder, and tells *em the meek muſt inherit 
He had rather be guiliy of Murder theo merit , 


And theſe he crycs vp for the fruits of the ſpirir, 
Whith ne body, & ec, 


7» 


He talks of the Micer, bot would itike at the Crown, 
. And Rands forthe publick advance and his own, 

He will haye ſmocks up, and Surplices down. 
F which nobody tan, & ce, 


A Church is prophane and a barn do's as well 
Where the holy fitter ber wants may cell, 

But vecely this is a codpeice zeal, | 
which ug bedy can deny, | 


Sovg 
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SONG 


T, 


Ride for the moſt part, 

When we loſe a Sweer-heatt ; 
V Vill make vs diſſemble and ſeem to diſdain, 
The conqueſt which we,canno longer maintain, 
Bat ſuch was my Love, and ſuch was my Lover, 


That in ſpite of my Pride I my Griefe did diſcovery 
2. 


Thovgh (ſhort was my Raign, 

Yer I will not complain; | 

VVhen Pleaſure grow dull thena Lover may rave; 
And ſcexfreſh delights in ſome happy new change, 

The Devils in her char will have a poor man, | 
Still Love , and ſtill Loye, when he has Loy'd all he | 


Can, | 


| 
A SONG 


mn uw 


| 
| 
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SONG. 


T, 


O her Beauty I'le pay 


| Thy deyotions each day, 


Thar all jauvty delights will me give, 
Though her ſoul do expire, 
Phenx-like in loves fire, 

Yec again her epjoyments do's live, 


2, 


With a brisk Aerie ſpark, 

Ar Sprivs Garden or Park, 

In Glaſs Coach or Balcony thus free, 
She will vanquiſh all hearts, 

With her Boon Meen and parts, 
Shee's the heaven on catth unto me: 


Pl ogue 


. Or co vent Antique nonſence with new oathes,.. 


* Andlikerude Common. wealths they ilt are knir ; 
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P rologue. 


E who comes bicher with defignto hiſs, 
And wich a brm revers'd,to whiſper Miſg, 
To comb a Pertiw1g, or to ſhew gay cloathes, 


Our Poer welcomes as the Mules friend, 

For hee't by icony each play commend, 

Next theſe we welcome ſnch as b:iskly 11ne, 

At Locket's, at Iiffords, or with Shatiline, 

Swelld with Porrage, and the Bargyndian Graps, b 
They hicher come to take'a kindly napp. 

In theſe our Poet don't conceive much harm, 

For they pay well and keep our bznches watm, 

And though ſcarce halt awake fome Playes chey datn 
They do't by wholeſale, not by Ounce ard Dram. ' 
But when fetrce Cricicks get them in rheir clutch, 
They're crueller then the. Tirannique Dvrch, 

And with more arc, do diſlocate each Scene, 

Then in Awbojua they the limbs of men, 

They wrack each live, and every woid unknit, 

As if they'd find a way to crampall Wir, 

They are the terror of all adventurers here, 

The very objeRs of their hare 2vd fear, 


'Gainſt Eogliſh Playes.the Monaccby's of wit, | 
D They | 
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They invade Poetique Liſence, and fill raile} 

Ar Plays to which in duty chey ſhould vaile > 

Yec fill they infeſt this coalt co fiſh for jeaſts, 

To ſupplyment theic Wics at Giry feaſts. 

Thus much for Criticks : ro the more generous Wit, 
Our Poet Fraxk/y, does each ſcene ſubmic ; 

And begs your:kind Alliance toingage, 

Thoſe Hogen incerlopers of the Stage. 


E pulogue, 


Ur next new Play, if this Mode hold in vogue, 
Shall be half Prologue, and half Epilogue, 

The way to pleaſe you is cafie if we knew't, | 

A jigg, a Song, a Rhime or ewo will do't. : 

[When your i'th vain : and ſometimes a good Play, 

Scrangly miſCarries avd is chrawn away ; 

That chis is ſuch. ovr Poet dares not think, 

For what diſpleaſes you's, a walt of Inke : 

- Befides chis Play was wrir nine years agoe, 

And how times alters, Ladies you beſt know ; 

Many then, fair and'courced, I dare ſay, * 

A half a8 our of Faſhion, as onr Play. 

Betides if yon'dconfider'r well, you'd find, 

Y” have alcered fince; ten thonfand crimes» your mind ; 

And if your hnmonrs do ſoofcen vary, | 


Theſe in our Commely muſt needs miſcarry> : 
or 


[- 


'£ 
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For as you change, each Poet moves his Pen, 
They take from you their Characters of Men, 
The Wir they witte, che Yalour and the Loye, 
Are all but Coppies, of what you approve ; 
Our's follow'd the ſamervle, bur does confeſs, 
The love and humour of that ſeaſon lc ſs, 

And every Artilt knows that Coppies fall, 
For th*maſt part ſhort of their Ocigioall, 


A Song, 


| VV firſt my free heart was furpriz'd by defire 


So ſoft was the Wound and ſo gentle theFire; 
My fighes were ſo (weer, and ſo pleaſave che ſmacr, 
I pitty'd the Slave who had ne'c loſt his heare 
He thioks himſelf happy, and free, bur alaſs/ 
He is far from that Heayen, which Lovers. poſſeſs, 


In Nature was nothing, that T could compare, 
With che beauty of Phillis,  rhovghc her ſo fair : 

A Wir ſo divins all her ſayings did fill, 

A Geddeſs ſhe ſezm'sd ; and I mention'd her Qtill 
With 4 Zeal moce ivflam's, and 2 Paſhon more true, 
Then 4 Matryr in flames, for Religion can ſhew, . 


More Vertnes and Graces, I found in her mind, 
Then Schooles can invevr, or rhe Gods e*re defign'd ; 
She ſeem'd ro bs mine by each glance of her Eye, 


| ** (If mortals might aim at 4 bleſſing ſo high ) 


D - Each 
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Each day, with new favours, new hopes ſhe did give; 
Bric alas / what is wiſh'd, we roo ſoon do belieye. 


With awfull reſpe&, while I lov'd and admir'd, 
Bur tear'droatrempr, what ſo much I deſu'd , 


How (con were my Hopes, and my Heavendeſtroy'd, 
A Shepa d more dareing, fell on and enjoy'd - 


Yer, id ipight of ill Fare, and rhe pains I endure, 
I will find a new Phillis, ro give me my Cure, 


A SONG. 


. Oves dareivg flight, is uncovfin'd, 
2 No Laws can reach his ſoaring Wings , 
More free then Air, or pathleſs wind, 
Or ſec:er thoughts form'd in a yonthfull mind, 
Above the power of the higheſt Kings ; . 
\ The Gods (if chere were any more, 
Beſides great Love) by him were made; 
His tayour they did all implore, 


His Darts they all obey'd, 
Their deities by his, did ſhiue or fade, 


The laſting fame bold Hwaroes win, 

The ſicred vertnes you admire ; 

All char rhe Wo:lo cen gloty ing 
By Loves allifiaace did at fi; it begin, 


Tour 


2vnc 
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Your beauty's rais'd from this Promethean fi:e : 
VVhom Love inſpires. though dull before, 
Fecomes accompliſh'd, wile and biaye, 

To conquer her he doth adore, 
The gicites which yon have, 
Your Lovers pailion, and their p:ailes gave. 


Then ask not how I date aſpire, 
Before your ſacred (htinz to kneel, 
And after my ambitions hre, 
For were your Beauty, and your Title higher, 
Love would berray the pains, you make 1ne feel, 
Tf you are ſcornful and ſevere, | 
You add new Vigour to my flame 2 
And make it {till more bright appear : 
IfI poſleſs my aim, 
My h1ppyneſs (hall never ſpot your Fame, 


Thovgh T ſhould ferft my greedy Eyes, 

And eyv';y minvte Geal4 Kiſs ; 

Tal} all thoſe joyes meer Idoliſe, 
Your ſurm of pleaſures (iill as high world riſe, 
Nor would you have one charmiog grace the leſs; 

Bit ifour wiſhes equal are; | 

In Loves Elyzium, you ſhall Raign, 

And by our ſecret am'rous War, 

That Paradiſe obtain, 
Which all the grayer World have ſonght ia yain, 


D- 3 A SONG, 
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ASONG, 


I, 


Air was my Miſtreſs, and fine as a Bride, 
Þ Thar is deck'd in her wedding attire, 
Her eyes do's proteit, I (hall nor be deni 'd, 
Ard yerlI dare hardly come nigh her , 
Iſeem'd tobe ſad, and ſhe (mil 'd, 
' Which Ithovghr did a kindneſs betray , 
Then forward I go, 
Bur wagsdaſh'd with a no, 
Yet came of with a ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha 
Hey, ha ha ha ha ba, 


- %, 


Strange was ſhe then as a politick Nun, 

And I found my firſt courting was loſt, 

Her frowns put me farther then when ! begun, 
O ſee how pyor Mocrals are croſt , 

I then made akother aflaulr, 

When her kindyeſs began co diſplay, 


CLASITIPIDIPITHI PEA DID DHOD PE-PT1 


And 
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Abd I broyght her ro this,” 
That (he gave me a kiſs, 
And came off with a ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha, 
Hey, ha ha ha ha ha, 


3. 


High was my conrage, but more my deſire, 
Which fed my addreſſes with force, 
Thar you could nor diſtinguiſh whoſe eyes had moſt 
Or who had the prectielt diſcourſe, (Fice, þ 
Agreed we lay'd down and tambled 
Till both were a weary o: play, 
Though I ſpent a full ſhare, 
Yet by Capid I ſwear, 


I came off with a ha ha ba ha ha ba ha ha, 


Hey, haha ha ha ha ha ha, 


_ 
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| F, 


| Arewel dear Revechia ny joy and my erief, 

; [o01-ng 1 have lov'd you and fonnd no releif ; 
Undone by y nt Jaylor roo firict and ſevere, 
Youre\ee {4.c ine Love and he gives me deſpair 

| Now rrz'd iy your interei't I leekto recire, 

| Far offi om the cavſe of ſs hopeleſs a fire; 

"To tiay near you ltill, werein vain to rorment, 

| Your ears with a paſſion you mult not content, 


Z, 


| Tolive in the Countrey with fooles is leſs pain ; 
| Then ill ro endure an unwilling diſdain, 

You'r the cauſe of my exile, and far off ['le go, 

TFh:r pone'of my ſuftrings you ever may know, 
Bic if ſone kind face, you ſhould chance ro convey 
And chrovgh woods where i've been your journey 
1 ( (hould lay, 
| Your name whe: ! vu find-upon every tree , 
| You'l ſay poor Alex1s/ 'twas written by thee, 


| On 
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On Calliope retiring to her Spring, 
Song, | 
I. | 
CAcredto Love and Harmony , - 
And to the Fair Callope , 
There isa Spring, by Heav'n delig'nd, 
To feed a Melancholly mind : 
Hither, wben.bigg with fighs and tears, 
The troubl'd Deity repairs , 
And with thoſe Cryttal dropps the ſprivg avgments, 
Pouting into the Nymph her diſcontencs, 
| = 
So. Nero to a Hill retir'd, 
When Rome by his command was fir'd, 
And on bis Haitp contemptuoſly, 
Play'd che ſad City's Elegy ; 
As here, when to her conqiing eyes, 
Mankind's a flamivg ſacrifice, 
Call:ope inſultivgly retreats, 
And with her Voice and Lute, her ſcorn repeats; 


. Zo 
Her voice th* harmoniovs Swang admire, 
Andin attention half expire ; 
Catching the Ecchoofeach ſornd, 
And drunk with aire, and almott drown'd, 
Charming Calliope ! thy voice contonl's 
Even the paſlions of onc ſonles./ 


- Charm me yer more, that dyivg, I may be = 


> 


A Sactifice, to Harmopy and Thee, 
> Ma4z 
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Mad Tom of Bedlam. 


Orth ferm the Darke and Diſmall Cell, 
Anddeep abiſs of Hell. 

Poor Tom is come to view the VVorld agen, 
To ſee if be can cure his diſcempered Brain, 


Fears and Cares oppreſs my Soul, 

And batk bow the angry Furies houle, 
Pluto laughs and Proſerpine 13 glad, 
To ſce poot Toms of Bedlam mad, 


Through the world I wander night and day, 
To ſeek my ftragled ſences; 


In an angry mood, I met old Tow 
VVirh his Pevearchfrevcs h 
When me he ſpi'd, 

Away he bi'd 1 

For cre will Ray for no man, 

In vain with cryes, 

I rend the Skyes, 

For Pitty is not common, 


Cold and comfortleſs Ilye; 
Help ! Oh help, for Charity. - 
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Hark, IT hear Appol/'s teame : 
The Carman gins to white, 
Chat Diana, ba< ho nt her Bow, 
And che Bore bez1ins co brittle, 


Come Yulcan with Tools and wittTicklgs] 
Com: knock off theſe troubleſome Shackles * 
Bid Charles make ready his wain, 

To bring me my Sences again, 


Laſt nigh: I heard the Dog Star bark, . 
Mar: met with Veyns in the datk ; 
Limping Y-ulcay het an Iron bar, 

And furiouſly ran at the God of War, 


Mars with his Weapon laid abour, 

But Limping Yalcas, had the Gour, 

His broad Horns did hag ſo in's light, 
He could not ſee,Waim his blow, ariohe, 


Alercury the nimble Poſt of Heaven, 
Stood (till ro ſee the Quarrel : 
Gorbellyed Bacchus Giant like, ' 
Bettrid a great Bear Bartel, 


To me be drank, 
I did him thank, 


- Bur I could ger noSider, 


He drank whole Burg, 
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And ſplit his Gurts: 
| But mine were nere the wider, 


Poor Tom Is vety dry, 
 Alictle Drink for charity ; 
| Hark, Ihear AFeoys kpro : 
The Huneſman, whooapes and bÞllows, 
Bowman, Ringwood, Ropter, Joyler, ho, 10: 
Ac che Chaſe now foliowes. 


The man inthe Moon, drinks Clarrer, 
| Ears powder'd Beif, Turrip and Catret ; 
| Bur a glaſs of old 71glago Sack, 
| Will fire the Buſh athis back. 


# pon 
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Uyor his Dead M ſtreſs, repreſented 


in aA Djeam. 


Nrind ! And cruel fancy too / 
Mocking my Sences to renew, 
The mem'ry of that face / 
VVhich (Death) cyrannically took, | 
On put poſe he mighc gaze, and look : 
And all bis empire grace. | 
For, as, wild ſiillep, fetrered Beaſts, dotyre _ 
Themſeives by tirangting ; and pnt out cheiy/ free. 
So, my untully grief, it ſelt had ram'd, 
Which now, by treſher Pafſion is evflatn'd, 


2, 


Werethere but hopeing from the Craye; 
I wou'd to ſorrow, live a Slave ; 
And wait for her return, 
Or, flifle craftily my Breath 
Vith Geh's ; if proud, and Rubborndeath 
Wou'd lay me in her Urne- 

Bat he's too fond ot her, there ſhe muſt Rays 
WohereI acceſs want, fince he gvards the way. 
I'le chide no more then, Fancies ! uſe thy skill, 
That Imay dream ſuch killing pleaſure (till, 
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An Epithalamum, 


T, 


Hovgh ſo many ſay that chance is 
Sole diſpoſer of our lives, 

That our aions and our fancies 

Ic direRs and gives vs Wives, 

Yet the ſtory here Divine is, 

Paſt che reach of morcal ſence, 

Hee's miſtaken , whoſe detigne is 

; Toprevent a Providence, 


2. 


There was neicher Birth nor Beauty, 


* Made theſe years Parenthefis, 
| Firting accidents and duty 


' Did, before deny the bliſs. 

- Since they now embrace each other , 
With a juſt and mucual fice : 

May their paſſions never ſmorher , 

© Oc their ſpitits fail deſire, 


3. Happy 
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Zo 


Happy be your firſt embraceg, 

So to anſwer both your fiames, 

Thar whev either time defaces 

You reſtor'd bein your names. 
Prudence let your deeds conrrive all, 
Free from jealonhe and rage, 

Death alone let be your Rival, 
And the challevge brought by age, 


. 
, ” 
— —  _ ——_ ————— 


ODS tr 


— - —— - — —OO— 


——_— 
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— — — 


SONG 


=— beams of Lovers ſparkling Eyes, 
Such ſtrange miſterious powers dart, 
They make their obje& ſympathize, 
And feel che flames that fire their heart, 
If this were rrue, as reaſon ſeems to prove 
' You cannot be inſenſible of Loye , 


2, 


Fires active Element aſcends 
Loves pathon is defin'd a flame ; 


Tf 


! 
i 
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If then my heart too high pretends 
Ambicion doth its truth proclaim, 


SONG. 
F, 


Ow charming tre thoſe pleaſant pains 
Which che ſuccesful Lover gains, 

Oh how the longing ſpirit flies, 

From ſearching lizhs, vn dying eyes, 
Whoſe intermixing riyes impart, |» 
Loves weicome melſage tothe heart, _ 


© A 


Then how the aRive Poſſe erows warm , 
To every ſence gives the Alarm, 

Bar oh the rapruces and the qualmes 
When Loye unites the melting palmes, * 


(move , 
Love ſometimes howes, chough flames Rill upward 
So heavenly C:inrthia did Endimmen love. 
Love does ot life and dearh diſpoſe 
Commands as cheif in Conc and Feild, . 
Thev how can I a Prince oppoſe 
To when the greateſt Kivgs do yeild, 


ELELDEEILISSLE S:OSESSLEELSESS IS 


What 
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What extsGes, what hopes and fears, 
What pretiy calk, and Amourous tears, 


Ges * 
To theſe a thouſand Vowes ſucceed, 
Oh then oh Heavens the ſecret deed ; 
When Sence and Soul are barh'd: in bliſsz 
Think gear Arzznda; think on this, 


And cutſe thole hours we: did nor prove, | : 
The raviſhing delights ol Love, 


ISA 42> ALD ITS 
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Ack drink away,” 

Thou ha(t lot a whole minute, 
Hang Wenches and Play, 
There'9po pleaſuceiwic; 
Faith cake tother glaſs, 
Thoveh che Nights old and orey, 
We may all have a paſs, 
To tne Grave before Day. 
And inthe cold forſaken Grave, 
There's no drink Jack, no:dripk, 
No wine nor women, can we have? 
Nocompany but Worms that Rinck,, * 
Then name thy own hegkh, and begio i 4 

E +... Songs - 


BE = 


5©o Covent Garden Drollery: 


M—— F ES OI” TY 
— 4 


SONG. 
AS 


Alna you ſee- 
How from Court the new faſkion; : 
Hes Conquer'd the Nation 
All Lovers. muſt be, 
None but Phanaticks oppoſe the invaſion 


hs —— 


; 2, 7 M 
Hang conſcience and fear, 
I am ſecter and Loyal, 
No envious eſpyal- 
Shall frighten my Dear, 
That blaſh was ſo ſweet, captake no depyal 
Nor lovger forbare, | 


> 7 


Nay ftrive not in vain, 
Fle orecomethee with kiſſes, ' 
| Suchpleaſure as this i ls, 
K Would make fove-again,, 
' De ſpiſe his high Rare, to partake'of i our bliſles 
,” Then who can abliain. | 
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O theſe we che ſweers, ' > : 
Waick nonecan diſcover | 
Bur che ſeetrer Lover | 
| GrearCofarne're meets. 

A joy more fublime,'thoegkhe is firſt mover | 
To Love he ſubmits, 


SONG, 


I* vain my dear Muſe, you coyly refuſe , 
What Nacure and Love do ipſpice, 

.Thar formal ofd way, which your mocher did ufe, 
Can never confine rhe defire 

It carher adds Oylro _— 


When the cerypring Jetighrs of Wooivg are loft 
And pleaſores a dyry become, | 
We beth ſhali appear, like ſome dead boos Ghoſt 

To frighten each ocher from home , | 
And the genial bzd lixe a Tomb, 


Nowow at your feet, Jovi fond Lover will ”e 

And ſeek anew fate 10 youreyes, 
One amocous ſmile, willexalc him ſo high 

He can allhur Ami:da d:(piſe, 

Then chavgs to a frown and he dics, 


© 2 4a. To. 
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To love, and each other we'bevyer be true, 
Bur to raiſe onx-enjoyments by Arc, 
We'l often fall our, and often renew : 
For to wound, and tocure.the ſmart, 

1s che pleaſure which caprives che Hearc, 


c>——— 


- FD 1velover fooliſh heart, and make haſtro: deſpair, 
G For Daphner egardsnottby vowes, nor thypray rs, 
 Wuen I plead for thy paſſna;thy pains co prolong, 
She Gourts her Gyrrar, and replyes with a Song, 
No mace {hall crue Loverg;thy Beauty adore, 
 WecetheGods ſo ſevere,men would Worſhip no more; 
Bod: Yo adt..-.7--4 Fes | 


# } - we , 


. Bo 

\ No more will I waic like a Slave at the door, 

" Vie ſpend:the cold Nights, at thy windore vo more; 
My Lungs i long fgbs, no more 1'le exhale; 

- $incethy Pride is to make. me grow-ſallen and pale, 
' No more (hal Amintas. thy Pitty implore; - 

"Were the Gods ivgrate men would Worſhip no more, 


E pet J« No 
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# 
, 


No more ſhall thy frownes or free humour perſwade 
To court the fair-1doll/miy fancy Hith made; s 
When thy Saints ſo neglected their ſollies give 0're, 


Thy dierics loſt and chy beauties: no mores , 
No More---=--- &c, 


4 


How mk are fin Vowes of a Lover. in paiv, - 

When flater'd by hope, or opprefi by diſdain, 

No !ooner my Daphres bright eyes I review, 

But all is forgor,aod I vow all a new: 

No more cruel Nymph; I will marmerino more; *'/ 

Did che gods ſeemſo fair,men? wodle VVorſhip when 
"otey 


P . 
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Vy" ſo-much eaſe yograteful Swaines, 
| Your faichleſs Vowes,bave cured your pains, 
You thipk by thoſe, your perjuries berraid, | 
' That all are falſe, or elſe may ſo be made ; 
And every ſmile or pleaſing word proclaims, 
The coldek Nymph; an offterivy toryour flanies, 


nd 


20051 122% Bo 

Vain-Shepheard know, tharnow's che time, 
\Toiſuff:c for thy baatigd, Crime 2; 2 
Repeated Vowes with me leſs credir find, 

' Then ſmiling Seas, or the uncertain Wind, 

Deep Sigh's and frequent Teats,as things of courſe, 
So common a:e, that they have lot their force, 


— ®ſ 


"Thy paffions Truth will beſt appear, 

' Diſguiſed in doubts, and guilty fear / 

whenall the heart and carefull Torgue conceale, 

' The ſenſe difordered, ind che eyes reveale, 

Sach datke confrfion makes the Flame ſhine bright, 

' Bo Stars are belt diſcerned throvgh ſhades of night, 
Th 4. One 


. 
*e 
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One ſiolne look, can berter woe, TT 
Then Sighs, and Tears, and Vowes, can do, 
The falſeſt rears, like empy veſſels found, 
But may thy feigned become a real-wound'; 
That thy ſeverer pernance may declare, 


How great mens crinies, and womens verenes are, ** 
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Aireſt C /ariz.a, when you read, ITT 
This rudne(s of. my mornings Muſe, 
My Pardon ler my Paſſion plead, 
Bur how can Guiit a Crime' excuſe 2 #' 
Thento yoor goodneſs anly, I appeale, - 
The Wounds your Juſtice makes, let Picry heale, 
——_ 
I court Occaſion but invain, 1 
My reſtleſs paſſhon to.relate, 
From your entrancing Lips to gain; 
The knowledge of _ donbeful Face. 
You are my ſacred Oracle, from whom, 
The ſencence of my Life; or Death; muſt come; 


Prophetick ifluence ef Stars,” | 
Hepceſorth I will coJopger prize, -*- 


Na 
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Nor ſearch thefate of Peace or V Vars, 
* Bur in your more reſplendan Eyes, 

If you buc ſmile, Face cannor caſt me down, 
So higheſt) Joyes wu vaniſh when yol frown; * 


| Nature wares Lavemge co-1mpart; 
| The real-Paradiſe'of bliſs, W 
With which your ſmiles poſſeſs my heart t 
If there be Heaven on Earth, tis this, 4 ie 
If I had all mans boundleſs wifh, would have, 
I'de light whole e Empires, to become your Slave, 


How tedious fix ſhott Suns appear, 
' Which vail your beauty from my fight, 
Each flying mivuce ſeermes 2 year, 
An Age is ſhorter then a Night, 


Bur when dull time, the lou wiſh'd day hasbronghit, 
The creacherons hours, or fly the ſwifcett thoug ghe, 
Impatience ne* revealed my Love, L 
To filent Sereams or: whiſpering Air, 

I cruſt no melancholy Grove” 

With Echoes of my ſad diſpai 

Friendſhip and Duty loſe cher — here, 

To none----- but you, my. paſſion (hall appear; 


All buman aQions muſt obey, i 

The ſure decrees of powerfull Fare, 

From their preſcriptions none can ſiray/ 4; -; -/- + 
Norof themſelyes oc love, or.hares (|! 1) 
AP +.:L VVe 
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We muſt, or muſt not, tis:deſfi oned above, 
Perhaps my fate mult be, todye for Loye, 


— —— | 
On his M ! ſtreſs s pong from a 


- 


SONG. 
t. 


O does the Sun withdraw his Beames , 
From off the Northern coaſts and fireatneg< . 

VVhence Clouds and Frofigenſue, 

And leaves the melancholy Slaves 

Stupid and dull, as near their Graves, 
Till he their joyes renew ; 

Thoſe thatin Gree» land, followed : oame, 

Too long, and found when back they carne, 

Their ſhipping gon, believ'd chey muſt dye, 

Ere Succor came; bur yer more bleſt chen 1, 


2s 


How Soon our happyneſs does fly, 
Like Sounds, which with their Echoes dye, 
\ "4 OA leaveus ina Trance, 
| Bewailing we had ere enjoy'd, - 
» The bleſſing, fince tis fiill deſtroyed, 
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By ſomennhappy chance, 's 
Why ſhovid the ſpightfal tars agree, 
To vex and mock morcality, | 
'Forchas like Traycors which in darkneſs [ye 
Ware only breught into the light co dye, 


yo, 


In dreames things are not as they feem, 
Elce, what's fruition but a dream, 

When the poſlefſions paſt | 
Alas/ to ſay. wt were, we had, 
Ts poor content and een as bad 
 Agifw'had ne're had taft.. 
Fire in great Frofts, ſmall time poſſe 
P:oduces pain infiead of tet. 
So does the (horr enjoyment of ſuch bliſs 
And till reftored, continual rorment is, 
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SONG, 


"3"Hoſe tricky and bowes 
And amorous yows, 
] defie and never will need 'em 
For he that's taker with Puppet ſhowes 
Neyec new ti:% price of freedome, 


2, 


I defie the thovghrs of loving. 
Approving 
Tis acrime 
For my fancies alwayes moving 
To the vain expence of time, 


3 
All che wiſeſt conne ic folly, 
Nar fhall I 
Be Co mad, 


\, Torul'd by Melanchbolly, 
" Orany effect as bad, 


<0 Covent Garden Drolleyy. 
* ButIlehave my mind, 
Still unconhn'd 
And my choughts as free as fire, 
My humonr (till rove with che wind z 
And never know Lovers care, 


FXIFSSLFSFEESESIIIEISIFERSLIEF FFF: 
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SONG 


*7 , 


Ince tis now become a faſhion, 
ſo court all with equal paſſion 
And admires now do prove, 
There is as well in love 

As in blood, acirculation, 


2. 


I'me reſolved co Rand the fally, 
- Ofthe ſutcleſt Lovers volley, 
And when his vowes ace ont, 
Toler him move abour, 

To his other Kate or Molley. 


Zo; 


Thovgh I can allow his courting, 
For my preſent fancies ſportivg, 
Yet 1 never will admit 
A Pathon, Love or wit 
Wichour ſome years ſupporting, 


"= 


Ifhis humour ſympathizes , 
With the ſame that mine adviſes , 
| Be he pleaſant as he will, 

| Heanſwer it bor Rill 

Keep a guard again(i ſurpriſes, 
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b IT 94 
Hil Alxs lay preſt 
| In her armes he lov'd beſt, 
With his havds round her Neck, 
And bis head on her breaſt, - | 
He fonnd the fierce pleaſurecoo haſty to Ray , 
And his ſoul in the rempeſt juſt flyivg away. 


29: 
When Cx/:a ſaw this, '' 
With 2 figh and a kiſs, | 
She cr*yd, oh my dear, I am rob'd of my bliſs, 
"Tis unkind co your love, and unfaichfully done 
Toleaye me behind you, and dye all alone, 


— 


3, 
The yonth chough in haſt, 
And breathing his laſt , 
In pitty died ſlowly, whili ſhedyed more faft, 
Till ac length ſhe cry'd, now my dear, now let us go, 
Now dye my Al:x#, and I will dye roo, 


' Thrs is tranc'd they did Go A 
Till A/:x# did cry, 
To recover new breath, that again he mighe dye, 
Then often they did; but the mor= they did (o , 
The Nymph did more quick , and che ſhepherd more | 
(flow, 
Suge 
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AP. the trade of verfifying; 
Tis lyivg, 
But 10 cnne, 
For ſome will be denyiog, 
Thar a Roſe is frefſhin Iune,  *) 
2s 
Beſfdes the brother Poets, 
: Or ſhew Wits, 
Are ſome firce, 
That one can pretend to no wite ; 
Wirhour the excharge of a Verſe, 


Zo 


\ 
They aim at praiſe, 
And wrice for the Bayes : 
Yer all they mention's, a tory, 
And old Ben himſelf in the beſt of his days; 
Ne'ce knew ſuch a thing as Glory. 


4» 


To make vp their Rhimeg, 
They'l change ovr times, 
And make what is old ſeem new; 


They'l.cell you a tale, in a moddle of Chimes 
But the Devil a bic "cis true, © 
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Tobhis Miſtreſs with a pair of Turtles, 


. 


ID? happy Birds my Suit renew, * 
Let her perceive that I like you, 
Excel in conliancy, 

' But you each other do poſſeſs, 
Mine's aninferiour happineſs, 

She payes no love co me, 


My conRancy may greatet then be thonghe, 
Since I tolove a cruel Nymph, am caught, 
You do bur pay each orbers Love with Loves. 
Bur Iby loving (corn, do kinder prove, 

- If then more love then you I boalt, 

Why ſhovld 1 more in love be croſt, n 
Oc nor with hers be blet}, | | 

Ic is the heigth of my defire, 

= I might bur perceive my fire 


warm'd my Celia's Breaſt, r 
- Oh could you ſpeak, you certainly wou'd prove, 
Thac *cwere but juliice to give love for love ; 


Which though I cann'c expect, T'le outvie 
You Turtle Doves, in matchleſs conttancy, 


Song 7 
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A rural Dance at a Shrop ſoue Wake. 


VV Ell met ſoar; :let us haſt to the Wake, 
For ourHdnour lies at Stake... 


Didſ thou ſee Tom, when he went to the 'Gieen, 
In gay cloathes, as te wereſeen, 
* With Nas ant Dal 
Kate and Moll, | 
Lads and Lafles that are brave Dancers, 3 
Will and Dick 
' Hodge and. Nick,; 
All cheſe are the next adyaycers, SEO 


Tru(t me [5as, thou danceſt beſt, | . 
And art fairer chenthe reſt : | % © 
Thov ſhalt now the Garland wear, | 
Elſe I'le nere be ſeep at Fair, 

There be iree 

And to thee 
Twill plight my faich to love ſhe, 

Say then [nan 

Shall my moane 
Or Vowes have power to move thee. 


Granc me that Ile Ggh and vowe, 
Till chou ſailt I'le love thee now. 
F 
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Tle give thee Ale and ſager Cakes, 
And carry theeto all onr r wakes, 
| Pipeing wilt 
Singing S:[, 
Shall be ſuramoned, to our Wedding, 
By Andrew Tit 
Wat and Kit, 
Shall eat,Poſſer at our Bedding, 
Now Jeas; I find to my content, 
That chy klence gives conſent ; 
Ler vs married be co day, 
For I can po lovger ſay, 
Priand Hodge 
| Tamesand Madge, 
Come a long to this our Feaſting, 
* Smile not /vay 
Y'are to blame, 
For you'l find it is vo Jeaſting. 


—— _—_— 
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To his Miſtreſs grown common, 
A SONG. 


V Hat Empire (Calia) equal'd mines 
When 1 alone reign'd ore all thine ; 
Wh<n all thy glories did as aptly wait, 
On my D-votion, xs my heart wou'd ha'c 
Wh<n both «by hearc and eyes, 
All o: hec obje&s did deſpiſe. 
And, like a ſacred VYorareſs didt make, 
Me thy deat Saive, and hence thy Bliſs didRt rake; 
Then ip what pride 1 liv'd, to know rhar thee, 
V Vhomiuhe world ador*d;wer'c cul'd by me, 
0 4 4 $2 x ys 
But now like Forrergoers, chine Eyes, 
Do gaze on all, to rake a Prize, 
Thar beauty which once cenmer'd vpon.me, 
Is now diffus'd, and like che Sun, ſhine free, 
My vowes and tears paſs by, 
Yer know vain Celis !thatT 
Can quietly intro my ſelf rerire, 
VVichour the danger of a ſecond fire 2 
And ſcorn thy-partial Love, tis ſeldome knowp, 
_ A Punce admits a ſharer to bis Throne, 
F 2 | Ty 
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To bu; Miſtreſs in Love with another 6 


SONG. 


\ Iſdain'ul Chlona, canſt thon def piſe 
That flame which had its riſe 

From thy faic Eyes ; 

Or which is crueller 

Canſt chou to mane prefer, 
Anothers dyll flame. - 
Wilr thon diſpence chy love or hate, 
Unequally, tike partial'Fare 7 
Who thoi gh it be moſt zigorons to ſome, 
For others yer reſeryesa _—_— Doom, 


If [ovine moſt, may hom you mol obraio} 
Conlicer wich whac pain, '- 
And envious care ' 
I often haye beheld, 
| What you did my Rival yeild, 
| Keepirg my hre 
L 
Ja if you partially proceed, 
Think, bow you make your off-Spring bleed; 
When npres dictates, do the Mother. bind, 
Equally-co\hec Children to be kind, 
\ | 


; 
| 


| 
; 
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To his formerly ſcornful M: ſtreſs, though 
now kind, as applying himſelf to ht 
Study, 


N? proud Inſultreſs, know my love, 
Is now fix'drightely far above 
The reach of fortnnes frown or thing, 
Nor maiſt thou hope 'ewillere decline : 
On thee agaio, 
Here 'twill remain. 
Secure from folly to reward, 
With like contempt this diſreguard: 
For here as on O/;»9ps plac'd, 1 ſpie 
The giddy World miſlead by foolery, 


2s 


My love, this will never dye, 
Since here I have vatiety - 
Then hope vor ic will ſo debaſe, 
Ic ſelf co doat upon thy face, 
Ire was thine hate 
That did create. 


F 3 
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To me this happyneſs, and o 

Thy form at ficlt did prove my foe ; | 
For gazeing like an harmleſs Focreignery ' 
On thy bewitchiog teatures, Idid ere, 


Jo 


Bat to my ſelf, return'd thy pride, 

Deſervedly, I do dzcide. | £ 

And ſeated here I do defhe, _ 

The wanton glaup: c+ of thine Eye, 3 
Then mourn apd chide, * 4 74 
Th' exceſs of pride, S29 Wh 

That made thee loſe thar heart which now, 

With all chy Arts chou caos'r not bow ;- | 

Since now with ngore delight I dayly prove 

The pleaſures of revenge, then thoſe of love; 


S004 92992226 06s6292 90600 06:43 60 
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"\ Lorzs T burn behold and view, 

'4 And cool me with a figh from yoh g 
] Fry in flames and (till Conſume, 
Alchough che P:#be all Perfume, 
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To 


To bein Oyl of Roſes drown'd 

Oc Water, wher's the difference found, 
Both brig one death, and death will be, 
Unwelcome aby way to me, 


3+ 
Then gentle Maid ſome pitty ſhow, 
Diſtroy nor him, thar loves you ſos 


A laſs I call, bus ah, Iſee 
4 here 1s na hope in Gore for meg 


4 
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'O clofly, clofly preſt, 
In his C/ymena's Arrnes young Damen lay, 
Pan:tingip that cranſpore (o over bleſt: . 

He ſeem'd juft ready, juſt rodye away : 
Chme»a beheld him wich amonrous Eyes, - 
And chus berwixt fighing and kiling ſhe cries, 
Oh make nor ſach haſt ro begop, 

Tis too much unkind, 


While I ftay behind + i” 
| For you to be dyipg alone, 1) 
2o © v1 


. This made the youth now drawing to his end, 
The kappy moment of his death ſuſpend : 
Bur with ſo great a pain, 25 
His flying Soul he did retain 
That with bimſelf he ſeem'd at ſtrife, 
Whether to ler ent Love, or keep. in Life, 
Then ſhe who already was haſtivg ro Death, 
Said ſoftly, and crembleing, and all out of breath x 
Oh ! now my dear ler us go, 
Dye with.me Damon,for now Idyc too ; 
"Thus dyed chey bur _ *, of ſo ſecrer a death, 
Thy ſo to dye again, they rook new breath, 
| Songs 
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AV with this legal Fruition, 

The pennance of Flegmatick love, 
Deviſed by ſome old Policitian: 

Whoſe finewes, no longer Could move, 


Since wenching it modeſt, and beanties is commen 
Why (ould we wed the defeil s of a woman. 


2, 


{ The Husband has all the vexation, 
) Thequarrelsand care of the Sheery, 
Faic Perriwigs and Fops, in'th Faſhion ; 
For pothing enjoy all the ſweets. 

Since, Oc, 


\ 


3. 


If the Wife has wite, beauty or portion, 
Fine cloathes and Gallants muſt be had, 
She followes the Court for Promotion ? 
And high for the new Maſquerade, 


Since, Fc, 


4; When 
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When the Chaos was made a Creation, 

 Andallthings in order did moye, | 

The wiſeſt in every nation 

Went into all they did love; 
Since, Occ. 


5 


Each bour is a feaſt of new pleaſure, 

To thoſe that may avy where feed, 

The Bees have all oatures ſweet treaſure 
Burt Drones are confin'd to a weed. 


Since wenching 11 modiſh, and beauties is commun 
tb ſhould we wed the defeli of g woman, 


7 


; 
4 
þ 
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The Willow-wearing Lovers diſconſolate 
_— Complaint, | 


— 


I, 


7: ſen firſt 1 beheld my fair Philowel: face, 
V She appear'd like an Apgel rome, 


Bn h-v her dear love 
Sie vouchſaf't me to prove, 
I was bleit with what mankind could be, 


2, 


She has toy'd and has talk'd, when ab:oad we have 


And at home all delights have expreg (walk'd 
Her diſcourſe and her parts, | 


Would have raviſh'd all hearts 
Thar ever with her had convers'd, 


Jo 


When we were alone, then I gaz'd on her face; 
And the more I did gaze 1 admir'd 
No words I could ſpeak, 

Leaſt my heart it ſhould break 

Buc with Ggh's it cold what I defir'd,; 


4. Het 
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Her frown's would ſomecimes pur me into diſpair, 
Bur her ſmiles did create rne new bliſs, 


Thongh my death had me ſeiz'd, 


 Yerif ſhe were bur, pleas'd 2 
She could giye me new life with a kiſs. 


Go 
In fine all perfeRions that ever were (cen, 
(In all beanties,) in her did abound, 
With Loves ſweers moſt divine, 


Did my Phileamel ſhine ; 
Oh ! her Parcallel's noc co he found, 


ESE * E, 


But mark what falſe fortune nnto me has done," 
My delights were too great long to ftay, 
For thoſe ſweets which ſhe ſware, 
Should increaſe ever more : 
In one moment all yaviſh'd away, 


T I i | J; To 


For her faich ſhe has broak ; and denies me thoſe joyes 
_ V'Vhich in freedome, I oft haye poſſeſt, 
By her ſcorn's I'me betray'd, 


Covent Garden Drollery; | T7, 
And alaſs I am made; 
The moſt wretched who was the moſt bleſt, | 


$, ! 


VVith melancholly kighs Iam <Van—_ each day; 
My diſcontenrs, hourly increaſe, 


My miod is perplext; 
And my heart ſore oppreſt: Y 
And my ſoul will ne'ce be at peace; > | 


[4 
tw we 6 9. 


Therefore oh you gods, I am firmly reſoly's; 


Your power ſhay't my paſſion controule, 
Ile dye for herſake, 


And in death I make ; 
A Love offering to her of my Soul, 


wy Prolog 


198 
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-|-  _ Prologue 
Tothe Knight of the burning Peſtle, 


F any beer have ancient Records ſeep, - © 
Ot Amadz, or doughty Palmer, 
- Ot Squice, and Dwarf, andvf enchanted wood, 
And taken trne delight in Gyants blood. | 
Such we invite with confidence, to laugh 
- Acthe Rong Aﬀtsand Monimicnts of Ra'ph; 
Ot Kalph , who humbly does cach Lady erect , 
And layes his Barmrg Peſtle arherteer, 
| This ro the Learned; ide now remain, / - 
We deſcend upward to the vulgar ſwain ;. 
And gravely tell him, that our Fletchers wit , 
Hag here bucleſqu'd all he himſelf had writ, 

__ Burleſqu'd, that is bas tmrn'd co ridicule, | 
As one would ſay, has wiſcly plzy'd the fool, 
Mock-love, Mock pafſion, that 1s (ill to ſay, 

He, as it were, has farcif'd a Play. | 

This, Gallants, is chat Play; which for your ſake, 
"We now revive, and doubt not it will cake, 

For in our vertuovs Age , 
. Nor only every wit, Lampoons his brother, 
Bur-men are all burloſque co one another, 


Ig 
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Tn Burg#ndy and Mart, the great ones rayle, 
But their blind (ides ate found iv Mum and Ale, ... 
Therefore langh on, andrally all you can, 
For cher's no foplike to your abſent man? 
The world will laugh at all you door ſay, 
Then lavgh you, for a clubs an equal lay, 
As good fall on, ſince you areſure ropay, 
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Epilogue. 


He Prologue durſt not cell, before "was ſeens 
The Plot we had to ſwinge the Mayder: Queen, 
For had we, then, diſcover'd our intenc, » 
The Fop, who writ it, had nor giv'n conſent, 

Or che new peachivg trick at leaſt had ſhown, 

And brought iv others faults to hide hig own. 

That wir he has been by his betcers cavghc, 

When he's accus'd ro ſhew another's fault, _ 
Vhen one wit's hupced hard, by joynt conſent. 1 
Another claps berwixc and does prevent, | [; 
His death ; for many Hares Gill foyl the ſcent, . 
Thus our poor Poet would have ſcap'd today, 
Bur from the heard I Giogled out his Play, 
They Heigh along with me---- WL 
Both greac and ſmall you Poets of the Town, 
And «1 will loye you, or torun him down, 


Pro- 
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Prologue to Horace, ſpoken by the 
Dutches of M unmouth, al 
| Count. 6. 


V HenHonour flovriſh'd ere for price*cwas ſold? 
When Rome was poor,and undebauch'd with 
That vercue which ſhould to the wortd give law (gold, 
Firſt nyder Kings, its Infant breath did draw : 

And Horace, who, his Sovcraigns Champion fought 
Irs firſt example to republiques raughr. 

Honouratnd Love, the Poets dear delichr, 

The field 18 which, all Modern Moſes fight; -_ 
Where gravely Rhyme, debares what's juſt and fi + 
And ſeeming contradiQtions paſs for witt, 

Here io their vative purity firſt grew, 

E'ce they th' Adulterate arts of Stages knew. 

This Martial Rory, which throngh Fraxce did come, 
And there was wrought in great Corxeliu's Toom, 
Ormida's matchleſs Muſe to Britain brought, 

: And Forreign Verſe, our Engliſh Accents cavght ; 

So ſoft that ro our ſhame, we underitand, 

They.covld not fall, but from a Ladies hand, 

Thus while a Woman, Horace did tranſlate, 

Horace did riſe a boye a Roman Fate, 


And 


P 


wo 
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And by our Ladies he mounts higher yet, 

VVhile he is ſpokeabove. what he is writ, 

But his eryumphant Honours. are co come 

When, mighty Prince, he muſtreceive your Doom; 
From all betides our Actors have bo ſear, 

Cenſure, and Wir, are beaviies V aſlals here: 
And ſhould they with Rebellion, rempr cheir rage, 
Our Bakhsks,could ſhone *em from the Stage / 

Bur that cheir Fate, would be two great to dye, 

By biight Sabjna's, or Camilla's EY. 


Pcologus 


- 
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C lnce Cloris you my paſſion know, 

"And every look my Love does ſhow; 
Since-[ntrreft; which ſo long did Sway, © 
To your ſoft Rule, arfaftgives-way,'- 
ASlave toll the motions of your will, 


Why weuld you ha* me Pine and Languiſh lll, 


I know you cannot love to ſee, 
The many pains that tortureme : 
When at your Feet my ſelf I lay, 
You alwayes turn your Eyes away. 
Beauty x foftne(s from. its natuge takes, 


Which cannot look uponthe Wounds it makes, 


In ſcorn you can no pleaſure find, 

For conltant Love perverts your mind: 

Nor do you think, while thus to one, 

Yoi $ive your charming ſelf alone, 

Mach of your youth and beauty needs muſt waſt, 
For there's no one can half cheic (ſweetneſs talt, 


When you hereafter wiſer grow, 
And further joyes in Love (ball know ; - 
With what regret w!!l you repent, 


The 


5 
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The time you've in upkindneſs ſpent / 
Truſt me, a thouſand times you'l wiſh 1n yain, + 
To call thoſe ſlighred Minutes, back again, 


h — —__ 


Prologue, to a reviv'd Play. 


Of Playes, like Miſtreſſes, long ſince enjoy'd, 
Long afrer pleaſe, whom they before badcloy d 
For fancy chews the Cudd on paſt delight, 
And cheats it ſelf to a new appetite, | 
'Buc chep this ſecond firrcomes not ſo firang, 
Like ſecond Agues, neither fierce por log ; | 
What you have known before, grows ſooner ſale 
And lefs provokes you, then an untold tale, '- 
That bur-refreſhes what: before you knew, 

Burrhis diſcovers ſomething which is new : 
Hence*cis; that at new-Playes you come ſo ſoon, 
Like Bride-grooms, hott to go to bed ere naone / 
Oc, if you are detaind ſome little ſpace, 

The fliacking Foormarys, (ent to keep your place, 
Buc, when a Play's revjiv'd, you ſay and dive, 
And dijok till three, and'rhen come dropping 10; 
As Husband after abſence; wait all day, 

And defÞnily for Spowſe, till bed time lay ! 

So, erethe'brethrev's liberall fic was ſpent, 

The firſt wiſe Noxconforpziſt, under went & 


VVith eaſe,and batcend iv impriſonment, *- 
2 Fot 
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For greater gains his zeal refus'd the leſs, 

Each dey tohim was worth a'Dioceſs, 

Bur he who now in hopes of equal gain, 
Willnreds be Pris'ner, tryes che rick in vain 
He melts io durance þalt bis Greaſe away, | 
To ger, like us, poor ewenty Pounds a day, 


EPPET SET PEPPPPEEEPERTE LD CE MP PE 
> To my friend \M aſter Tho. St. Serf. 


B 


Efore we ſaw thy Play, dear Tor, we thought, 
No Seerr Merchandize, was wotth rhe fraught, 

-Buc-we will cruſt thy Councrymen no more, 

- For you, we ſee, grow rich, as we grow poor : : 

You getthe Bayes, while we geronly Mocks, 

Ag you got Prizes, while we got but Knocks, 

We chouvght none Playes;burwhat were Exgl;ſh made, 

Thar wit like Wool had been.our Haple trade . 

Bur chov haſt found the crick, (as others do, ) 

Us with ouc own materials to undoe, _ 

'  Henceforth we'l have a privyſearch decreed, 

For every errant Muſe that pafles Tweed: .. 

A fe of Covenancers, ſhall ftpp thee there, 

And ſearch chy Pack, for Anc1i: kicka)l ware, 

Once, like a Pedler, they have heard thee brag, 

Eow thou dideit cheat their hghr, and ſavethycrag ; 

V Vhento he great Monty of5, under pretence' 

' Hi godiy bukes, thou'b:aughtlt incelligence, 


But 
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But, hear ye, as a friend, let me adviſe, 
Truſt not too far, that national diſguife, | 
Tf thou art cavghe no wit Grotiſque can bribe em, 
They'l never ſpare a man, that ſo cangibe em: - 
Nor is't the int'ce(t, of us Exgl:ſþ Poets; 

To ſuffer aty but our ſelves to grow wits; * 

To ſhow great Nature in Heroique Rory, 

Oc in the Comique, Power, and Flame, avd Glory. 
Once anda way,we let you make us metry, | 
With the rare vertues, of the Coffee Berry ; 

Burt ſhall grow jealous of your Mufe, and hite her, © 
When we are hetot'd on our own Threater, 

Andif a ſecond time, you tread our Stage, 

We, with the Kirk again{t you muſt _ingage 2 

As two weak States, when they haye ftruggled long, 
Uoite agaiokt achid, that grows too firapg, 


- 
, - 
» 
L . 
OG 
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Epilogue , ſpoken by the Lady Mary 
Mordont, before the King and Queen, 
| at Court to the faithful S hepheardeſ, Ce 


V 'HenPrinces indifreſs, would peace implore, 

'-7hey firfttake caretochoſe th'Ambaſladour. 
And :hink him ficteſt fora charge ſo greac, - 

| V'Vhobett canpleaſe that King wich whomthey treats 

Our Play'they threaten'd with atragique Fate, _ 

- 1, Sir, amchinſe fer this affair of Stare, 

And, hope, whar ever errors we Confeſs, 

You'l pardon tothe young Ambaſſadreſs. 

If noichough now theſe lictle Ladies are, 

* Inno condition, to maintain a Warr : 

- 'Thzic beauties will intime grow up ſo firong, 

© Thaton your Court, they may reyenge the wiovg, 


Prologue | 
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Prologue to Albumazax. 


T: ſay this Commedy pleas'd leng a go, 
Is not enough, ro make li pais you now 3 
Yer gentlemen, your Ancettors had wier, 
VVien few men cenſud, 2nd fewer writ, - 
And [ohrſon, of choſe few, the beft choſe this, 
And the b=(t modell of his malter pieces. 
Subtle was gor by our Albumarzar, 
That Alchgmiſt by chis Aſt:ologer, 
Here he was taſhion'd, and ] ſho!.1d ſuppoſe, 
He likes my faſhion well, char wearsmy Cloaths, 
Bur Bey made nobly his, what he did mould, 
What was anothere's Lead, became his Gold; 
Like an un1tghteous Tonquerer he ratgns, 
Yet rules that well, which he nnjuſtly g21ns, 
Buc this our age fuch Anthors does atford, 
As make whole Playes, and yet ſcarc2 write a word : 
VVhouin this Anzrchy of witt, rob all, 
- And what's cheic Plunder, their Poſſeſſion call. 
VVho like bold Padders ſcorn by night roprey, 
Burt Rob by Sun-ſhine ,in the face of day; 
| VVhoſcarce the commoen Ceremony uſe, 
Of Rand, Sir, and deliver vp your Muſe. 
Bur knock the Poet down; and, with a grace, 
Mount Pega: before the owners Face, 

| G 4 Faith 
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Faich if you have ſuch Country Toms, abroad, 
Tis time for. all crue men to leave that Road, 

Yer ic were modeli,could it but be ſed, 

They (tripr, che; Jiying, bur chey rob the dead : 
*Iwill with the mummey of the Muſes Play, 

And make love to 'em,the e/Zgyptian, way, 

Or as a Rhyming Authour would have ſed, 

Joyny che dead iving.ro the living dead, 

' Yerſuch in Poetry may claim ſome pare, 

They have the Licence, though they wane the Art, 
Such as 11 Sparta weighr for Laurels land, 

Poctrs, nor ofthe head, bur of the hand, - 

They make taeir benefhic of others (indying, 

Much like the meales of Politick, Jack Pudding - 
Whe!:e Broth coclaim, there's no one has the corrage, 
Tis all tis own, after he has ſpit 1h" Porredge. 

But Genitemen,y*are all concernd inthis, 

You are in fat'lc tor what they do a miſs - 

For they their thefrs will vndiſcover'd think, 

Ard durlt not fleal unleſs you pleaſe ro winck, 

Now ſhould we Lercers of reprizall ſeal, 

Theſemen write that,which no man elſe would fieale; 
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Pon yoo pleaſing plain, 
Alexis thought, tair C/oris heartro gains 
And therefore he unto her every day, 
Did hog; and on his Pipe would ſweetly play - 
Moſt pleaſing Tunes cogive delight, 
Unc o this beauteous Ny mph ſo bright, 
She that had wounded him with her fair fgbhr, +. 


2, 


But the obdurate Maid, 

Novght bur unkindveſs to his ſofferings paid ; 
For when of love, he unco Her'did ſpeak, 
And's paſſion 6gh'd as if his heatt would breaF. 
Nothing prevail'd *rwas all in vain, 

f She flew from him in proude diſdainy 

And lefc Alex, ſadly ro complain, 


3. 
. Then te the neighbouring Grove, 
Poor Swain he went, and there his hepeleſs Love, 


k a > = a 
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Alone he monrn'd, and in that gloomey ſhade; 
Did grievethar he her hate and ſcorn was made; 
VVith penfive Lookes and Arms a croſs, 

In Tears he did lament her loſs. 

To whom all beauties in the world are Droſs, 


4 


Perplexta while be ſate, 

Upon the Ground, complaining of his Fate : 
Aeainſta Tree, he gently laid his head, 
Intiope to ſl-ep, but reſt from him was fl:d, 
He then ſtart op, and once more went, 

To her who caus'd his diſcontent, 

Totry if ſhe would yer his Death prevent. 


To 


Hard hearted Maid, ſaid he, 

V Vhy doſt thon hare him, that fo doats on thee 
My flock's I've brought, rofecd with thine all dav, 
And wethe while in harmleſs ſports did play, 

But when my love I did make known, 

Then all my hopes roo ſoon were gone, 

A laſs, you lefr me to lamenr alone, 


Zo 


Cruel, bur yer moſ fair, 


Once more hear him whom you haye made diſpair. 
VVill 


il 
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VVill your ſeverity ne'ce daign to give, 
One kind rectury of Love, and let me Live $ 
Here at your Feet behold I lye, 

And hereby Heaven I vow to dye, 


Ityou my paſlion fill wich hate depy, 


7 


But all his plaints were vain, 

She proudly ſcornd, to eaſe him of his pain; 

Which when he ſaw norTears norPrayers could move, 
Her heart with Picry, ere to yield him Love, | 
He ſfigh*d much more and nought.could ſpeake, } 

Bur C lors: with a voice ſo weak, 


Thar as he cal'd on her, his heart did break, 


% 


When C/or4 ſaw him dead, 

She iood a maz'd,her frighted ſpirits fled : \ 
O're him ſhe wepr, and weeping ſhe did ſay, 
Stay deare Al:xt;, Cloris bids thee Gay, 

Then ferch'd a (igh, and faintly cry'd, 

Altxis, 1 will be thy Bride, 

And as ſhe ſpoke theſe words, fair Clor;s dy'd, 


SONG. 
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Prat Led my S:lviato 2 Grove, 
Where all che Boughs did ſhade vs, 


The Sun it ſelf, though ic had trove, 
Tr could nor have betray 'd os ; 

The place ſecurd from humane eyes, 
No other fear alows, 

Bur when the wmds do gently riſe ; 
And kiſs che yieldivg Bovghs, 


Down there we ſate upon the Moſs, 
Ard did begin to play, 

A thouſand wanton rricks © paſs, 
The heare of all the day, 

A many kifles I did give, 

And ſhe recurn'd the ſame, 

V{hich made her willing to receive - 
' That which I dare nor name, 


My greedy eyes no aydsrequit'd, 

To cell their Amorous Tale, 

On hec chat was already fir'd ; 

"Twas eahfie to prevaile, 

T did bur kiſs and claſpe her ronnd, 
Whoſe they my thoughts expreſis.. 

; And 


nd 
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And laid her gently on the ground : 
Oh ! who can guels the ceft, 
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A Song to a Scotiſh rune, 


Ome my Ph/l;;, let us improve, 
Both our joy of equal love, 
Whil(t we in youpder (hady Grove: 
Count Minures by our kiſles, 
See thee flowers how ſweetly they ſpread, 
And each diſplayes his colour'd head, 
To make for us a fragrant Bed, 
To piaQtiſe ore new bliſles ; 
The Sun it [elf with fove does conſpire, 
And ſends abroad his Ardent fire, 
And kindly ſeemes to hid us cetire, 
And (hace vs from his Glory ; 
Then faireſt come and do not fear, 
All char your Slave defires there, 
Is Phillis, whar you love to hear 
* jm ſay ; that he does adore you, 


2. 


Ab ! Phillis, if you love me ſo, 
As you perſwaded me lopg a go, 


\ Why 
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Vhy ſhould yon nowrefuſe to do, 

What you ſo oft have vow'd me ; 
Did I ere your bounty abuſe, 
Or your ſevereſt Commadtds refuſe, 
Nay rather choſe ts Languiſh then co loſe, 
Theperfe&reſpeR I ow'd you, 
Yet Phils, ſome reward is due, 
To him who dayly does renew, 
The paſſion which he has for you, 
And ts a faithfull Lover, 
Then come my deareſt be not (by, 
Thou knowl my heart, and my ſecreſig 
Wait not this oppeitunitie, ' 
Whea none Can our joyes, diſcover, 


3, 


Phils, im vain you ſhed theſe tears, 


V'Vby do you bluſh, which ſpeak your fears; 


There*s none bur your Amintas hears, 

VVhac meanes this pretty paſſion 
Can yon fear your fancies will cloy, 
Thoſe that the bleſſings:do iHjoy, 

Oh, no ſich needleſs fears defiroy. 

This niceries our of Faſhion, | 
When thou haſt don by Pay | ſware, 
Thou wilt vnco mine eyes appear, | 
A thouſand times more chatming and fair, 

 Thenthouweart to my firſt deſire, 
That ſmile was kind: and gow thou't wile, 


Taq 


Tq 
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Tothrow away that coy diſguiſe : 
And by the vigor of thy eyes, 
Declare thy youth and hire, 


»5 


_———}.. A. 
— ee 
— 


Song toa SC':otiſh tune] 


V Hen Iemmy, firſt began to Loye, 
' He was the fine(t Swain ; 
That ever y=r x flock had drove, 
Or danc'd upon the Plain: 
"Twas ther that I, way's me poor heart, 
My freedome threw a way, 
And finding ſweets in eyery ſmart ; 
I coud not ſay him nay, 
Andevyer when he ſpoke of Love, of 
He wotld bis eyes decline.” 
And every 6gh, woud rake a hearr, ? 
Gued faith and why nor mine: 
He'd preſs my Hand, and kiſs1t ofc, 
His lence ſpoke hisflame, 
A-d whillthe treated me thus ſoft : , 
I wicht him more to blame, 


Sometimes to feed my fiocks with him, 
My [emmy would invice me, 

There he the gayeſt Songs, wouldfing; 
OD purpoſe te delight me, 


And 
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khnd Iemery every grace diſpleag'd, 


Which were enough I crow, 
To conquer any princely Maid, 
Sodid he me I vow, 


But now for Iemmy muRt 1 mourn, 
Whoto the Wars mutt go,” 

His ſheephook to a ſword muſt cur ; 
A! laſs whit (2111 do. 

His Bag-pipe into'warr-like ſounds, 

Muſt now exchanged be, 

Ioitead of Garlands, fearfull Wounds ; 
Then what becomes of me, 


—— 


Damon being asked a reaſon for Loveing. 


3 Hills, you ask me pr I do perſue, 
And Court no other Nymph but, you; 
Ard way with eyes, and fighes, I do bet: ay, - 
A pathon which I dare nor ſay : 
His cauſe | love, and if you ask me why, 
Witch womens an[wers, I mutt make Ieply. 


| Yonask what Arguments I have ro prove, 


 Tharmy gucetl proceeds from Loyc, {1-8 
You'l 
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You'l not believe my paſſion till I ſhow, 
A beccer reaſon why cis ſo; 

Then Ph:;[:s ler thisceaſonlerve for one; 

I know I love, becauſe my reaſons gov. 


You ſay a lovelike mine muſt needs declare, 
The obje& ſo belov'd, not fair ; 

Thar neicher witt vor beauty in her dwell, 
Whoſe laver cap no reaſon tell : 

Why *tis he does adore, or why he burns; 

Phillis, let them give ſuch that haye returness 


For by the ſelf ſame reaſor, which you uſe, 
Damon might jufily, you accuſe: | 
Why do you ſcorn and with a proud diſdain, 
Receive the Vowes, but {light the Swain; 
| You ſay you cannot love, yer know no cauſe, 
| May I not prove my love, by your own Lawes, 


Am 1 not yonthful, and as gxy a Swain, 
As ere appear d upon the Plain : 
Have I not courted you withal t* adreſs, 
An amonrons Shepheard could profeſs ; 
To add torhis, my Flocks and Heards, ate great, 
Yet this will ſcarce my happyneſs compleat, 


Thus yon no reaſon for your coldneſs give, 
And tis bt juſt, you ſhould believe ; 
Thar all your beaury nnadorn'd by arr, 
E Haye hurt, and por oblig'd my heart, 
H 
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Be kind to that, recurn my paſſion too, 
_ AndlI'le give reaſon why love you ſo, 


MITT E EA IA TREASEIESPLELIELEELEE 0 
SOXC. 


VV=z reaſon ore my heart did ſway, 
Then ſubje& paſſions did obey : 
| Andfreedom, Rill I moſt did crave, 
Nox thipking e'ce to be Loyes flave ; 
Till he moſt cunning, by ſurprize, 


Stole iv, and fixt my wandcivg eyes, 


- by 


My reaſon then by paſſion led, 

With pleaſing joys, my fancy fed ; 

- Which for a time. did.ſo tranſcend, 

I thought they ne'ce couldbaye an end 2 
And nothing chen, did grieve we more, 
Then chat I had not loy'd before, 


Jo 


When at my freedome I did range, 

My joy uncertainly did change ! 

My pleaſoces till mechoughts were ſcant, 

And ill my joyes did ſomerhing want ; 
Till in her center fixt by loye, 


Sariety of ſweets I prove, | 
4+. Bleſ 
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Bleſt with loves chains, \. did live, 

Bur for 1t could no reaſon give : 

My pleaſures were coo {weer to lalt,. 

And by diſdain were ſoon o're calt, ; 
Anothers flame her heart affaulcs, 
Which p:ov'd her loye to me was falſe, 


My love then ſcorn'd, dy'd with diſgraCey 

And reaſon once again took place ; 

When reaſon comes, love muſt depart, 

Both ne'ce at once, liv'd io a heart 2 
Stravge chart I ſhonld (o fooliſh prove, 
And thug co be muſlcad by love, 


SONG, 


Ong did fair Phill; love a Swaiy, 
Who as 'cwas though: rep-1d again? 
With iptereft her kindneſs 
Tneir love's but flocks, nor £qual were, 
The only cauſe of all their tear ; 
This p:ov'd god Cup:ds vlindneſs, 


2. | 
With equal flames, a while they burn, -: 
When one, both did rejoyce or mourns 
Their hearts ſo were fetter'd 
Yet a n2w love did him ſucceed, 
Which prov'd the firlt, was bur for need, 
Though may be *tw2s not better'd, 
H 2 


Zo 
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3. 
\ Caltant comes, Gallants can do, 
Much wich yourg Maids, and old ones too, 
Apd lovingly 2ccoft her, 
The unjaſt Nymph , did court his flame, 
More eagerly then e're the Swain ; 
Did hers before he left her, 


| 4. 
The Swain forgor, the macch is made, 
With the new love, though as *twas ſaid ; 
He had no mind ro marry, 
Hymen to lighe his Torch they call, 
The Nymphs and Swains inviced all, : 
To ſce bimreach his Quarry, | 
Fo 
But providence the Martiage Croft, 
* Tult at che time the Bride-greoomes loſt ; | 
When he ſhould be adoipg, | 
It coſt her many f:ghs and rears, | 
With little joy and many fears, 
E're Hymen ends the woeipg, 
6, 
This womans folly plainly (hews, 
Who ill wichdraw their ſmiles from thoſe, 
Who love ard moli affect them, 
Which fortune on themſelves recurn, 
And commonly does make them burn : 
For ihcſe that molt negte&them, 
| 7. 
f Some ſor y were, but maoy ſmii'd, 


| 


6A 


Ang 


\ 
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And ſaid the Nympd the Swain beguild ; 
Becavſe he did nor at her, 

Same cry'd the plains he won!d deſert, 

Or that deſpair would break hisheatt: 
Bur faith *cwas no ſuch matters 


SONG» 


Rueft joy ran? ariſe, 
From 2 womans bright eyes, 

For there is the per{ectzeli bliſs, 
Till we can obrain, 
Betwixc pleaſure and pain, 

The 10joyments chac follow a kiſs, 

. 

For love after (corning, 
And joy after mourning ; 

Ate alwayes tar better accepted, 
Then chat love which we caia, 
Without trovble oc pain : 

From a Mis, who us ever neglected, 

y . 

For when with a home-touch, 
She 1s cickled ſo much , 

That it makes her cry oh; it does hurts me, 
Oh /oh / chen does ſucceed, 
Thoſe true pleaſvres indeed ; 

Which what Paradile is* dos infirv& me, 

H 3 WES 
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SONG. 


* Ord man that hopes to catch afire, - 
: Whoſe every grace 
il{ rick thy heart, wich an amaZivg terror, 
 Kerbeanties ſhine 
- So hike divine : 
hat they'l convince thee of thy fooliſh error. 
k 2. 
Mack bur that glance, which pow Gid fly 
| From her bright Eye, 
nd cell me then, can avy Mortal draw, 
A Line by art 
| Liketharfierce Dart; 
Which all che'ſubjeR world can keep in awe. 


- 

Hark to chat heavenly voice which can, 

| _ © Tranſport aman, 
2yond rhe raptures of the heavenly Spheats, 

As ſoon you may 

Create a day 3 

'Oc ſweer Aurora's beauties Lymn,as hers, . 


4. 
Leavethen thy bold attempt to Fate = 
Who muſt create, 


New fancy which muſt heavenly power receive, 

For eranc that here, 
Apells were ; 

| he as his fruices the Birds, would num decerye, 

3 | ; _ oa. 


Covent Garden Drollery. 103 
EIZELFSATHFZLIEEFIEEE ISI EIISHEY 
SONG. 


O juſtice he bad, chat firſt did approve, 
To calt down high Honour,and ſer up fond Love, 
Though love we confeſs, has the an:i-nrer ſtate 
Yer old things we ſee, growes mo{t our of date. 
2. 
Lave after injoyment, does (i. |dome prove good, 
Bur ttonour, for ever, does raign in the blood ; 
That juit like rhe Smoke,dozs quickly expire, 
But this does for ever, remain like Fire, 


Zo 
Love moſt unto Honour, precedency give, 
Thar dyes with the Subjz&, when Honour does live - 
*Tis that thar keeps love oat of the Duſt, 
For love wichout hodour, at beſt is Luft, 


To de {corned in Love, 1s a JI cruel Fate, 

. And thus we prove Hononr, the happier face : 

For old thinz2s we know, mult give place unto new, 
Then calt back fond Love,and g 2ive Honour ber due, 
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A Country Diolygue, 


Wil. 
Nod Morrow Dvlly, I Salnte thee, 
After our own Country way, 
Doll. 


And good Morrow to thee I jay, 

Will. 
Your Maiden-head you precty Dowd y 
Whar a {imperive look thon ha(l, 
 Merhinks thon ſhowlt a pretty maiden 
In all parts, b<l ow thy waſ?. 

Dll, 
And why below my watt Ip:zy you, 
'Thece 1'me cover's with my Cloaths, 
| Will, 
Thur Tooce ſaw ſomething naked; 
Mar . .av Teeth hack 10 mv Hoſe, 
Or Do!{ | raean my Occilitzries, 
S ich geer ] vn rhou ne're did ee, 
Things thar wi! pleaſe thee without meaſure 
Andche! 4 oohaſ Rogue, I [- 2iverothe2; 
For hark thee Doll, I'm: come to wor thee, 
Thou knojyi2'my mind ad what 1 meane, 


AEEFEZALIEEFLSESLII EEE AIISSES 


Now by mv Mai”'=n-head Z/{!, I thank thee; 
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T'le give thee rhar ſhall fill chy belly, 
Wa't thou near fo poor or leave ; 
]'de fain be married, prerhee rell me, 
When (hall be our wedding zy, 
Doll. 
Firſt let me know how w<lt yo! love me? 
Then you ſhall bear whar I will ſay, 
Will. 
I love thee Dov/ly mote and herter, 
Then ovr Browyy, love's her Calf, 
Oh Do// my roygue can never utter; 
All my love to thee nor half, 
Tis even ſvch my dearett Do/ly, 
Though I nor angry am at all, 
That wich my Teeth I covld rear fromthee ; 
All thy Cloathes, thy Smock and all, 
Oh love me then, thon prerty! Doxcy, 
Which am thy true ana fairhtyll Lover, 
Quench thou my fire which elſe wil! bury ; 
And (iraight way make my Por run over, 
Dll, 
VVell, if your love be {o exceeding, 
As you do proteſt and ſay ; 
I can no longer then deny you, 
But yeild co love without delay. 
And we'l be married my dear hony, 
To morrow morn with all my heatr, 
Will, 
I am glad we have agreed ſo quickly : 
And from thee I'ie never part,' 


4205 


Do;! 


” : , , 4% ; Y 
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Doll. 
Prethee kiſs to bind che bargain, 
Thou ſhalt be all my love and joy, 


I long my dear cill we 27e Mar-':d; ; 


That we might alwayes kiſs 41:4 coy, 
Wll. 
Kiſs thee my Dell, 1 faith wii: 7: 
Oh ! there is a Breath moſt ſweer, 
Bur yet tis ijomething (irons at parting, 
And doth ſmel like flinking Feer, 
Doll, 
Kiſs me again, again I priay thee, 
: Oh there, oh chere ; Oh that, oh that. 
| md. 
Zounds, and ſhe be ſo mad of Kiſſing, 
She (run (ark mad of you know whar, 
Dol, 
What time i'th morning wilt thou fetch me, 
Or if I ſhall come co thee ; 
Name bur the time, and 1'te wait on thee, 
Thou ſhalc nor Ray ove jor for me . 
mail. 
No no, 1'le fetch thee. bur be ready, 
Leaſt che time vs over-llip, 
Doll, 
Oh ? for remembrance lec me hug thee, 
And take my farewell of thy Lip. 
Ah me / thar kiſs as ſweer as Hony, 
Makes me lovg and much deſire, 
Totalt thoſe ſweets I oft heard on 


Which 
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Which are rais'd by Cap:as Fire. 
Ile firaighe go home and make me rea1y, 
Then will I wait till yon do call, 
[1 [ will, 
Do for to morrow night, I cell thee, 

We will play at up: ailes all, 

We'l dance a dance, I faich ſhall pleaſe chee : 
Up and down, and never miſe, 

Injtead of turning we'l keep dancing, 

And when we have done then we will kiſs ; 
Thoud®t wiſh thagthon might dance ſo ever, 
Oh *rwill give thee ſuch content, 

Doll. 

I ſhall nor ſ1-ep for thinking on thee, 

And of our nexr nights merriment, 

Bur now we know each other's meaning, 
Let's prepare agzinſi che night, 

I may enjoy choſe ſports thouralkſ of, 

V Vhich will yeild me ſuch delight. 


Coridons 


09 Covent Garden Drollery, 
IIIIEEEEERDEL EEE EEE LEI IIAIS 


Coridons, Contemplation. 


\4 Hen Sue and Moll 1 milking went, 
Then #/!/ and 1 hied chither, 
And as they milk'd by chem we lay, 
Makeivg our Love's cogether, 
2, 
He complemented his dear 20/1, 
And ſo did I my Sue : 
Oh ! never yet was men ble, 
With th* love of two ſo true, 


Jo 
For when their milking they had done, 
Then did begin our bliſs, 
We lay upon the Ground and talk'd, 
We tumbled and did kiſs, 


_ Till cwo long honrs was atickly ſpent, 
In ſach ſweet harmleſs pleaſure, 

As Maids will co their Sweer. hearts give, 
VVhen they have cime -_ leaſure. 


VVirh Sillibubs, wich Cake and Cheeſe, 
VVecatand drunk our fill, 
V Vhichtheſe poor Rogues had brought with chem, 


Fot me and hone(t Will, 
6, Mall 


A” BB” = 0 
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6, 
Moll, gaveto Will a new las' Band, 
She bought ic at ovr Fair, 
Ir's tellow pretty Se had gor, 
And gave it me © w#i27, 


7. 
But now poor Maid's chey muſt go home, 
No longer ourlt they (iay, 
Moell ifsc her ll, ard Sze kiſs't me, 
Then ighiog wen away, 
3 


| Oh ! ſuch true Love's, was never heard on,. 


Nor ever yet was ſeen, 
In all che Gountry far and neer, 
As they to us have been, 


9. 

Therefore at th VVake's we'l carry them; 
VVhere cre the Fidlers play, 

VV-'l give em Sider. Ale and Cakes, 

And dance withnone but they, 


The 
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- TheWod-Man's S ng, 


His may ,thisway, come and hear, 
You tht bold theſe pleaſures dear ; 
Filf your ears with our ſweet ſound, 
Whit we melc the frozen Ground, 


2, 


This way come,make haſt, oh fair, 
Ler your clear eyes gvild the Aire : 
Come and bleſs ns with your hght, 

" This way, this nay, ſeek de livhe, 


vÞ 


